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The  Compiler  to  the  Reader 

here  are  many  to  whom  the  making  of  antho¬ 
logies  is  anathema.  But  the  habit  is  conse¬ 
crated  by  ancient  precedents  ;  and  since  the 
elect  are  fortunately  not  compelled  to  read 
the  compilations  of  the  profane,  we  prefer  to  offer  the 
accustomed  apology  to  those  readers  only  who  are 
gentle,  as  a  reader  should  be,  and  will  accept  this  sleepy 
morsel,  unpalatable  perhaps  to  the  stern  Cerberuses 
defending,  so  rightly  and  so  jealously,  the  sanctuary  of 
the  word. 

The  present  compilation  has  as  its  modest  aim  to  suggest 
some  of  the  varied  aspects  under  which  sleep  has  been 
described  in  literature, — and  chiefly  by  the  classical  and 
English  poets.  Some  poems  have  been  included  because 
they  are  so  fine,  some  because  they  illustrate  the  faults 
and  affectations  of  a  poetic  fashion,  some  because  they 
are  curious  or  absurd,  some  because  they  are  too  well 
known  to  omit,  and  some  because  they  are  known  to  few. 

The  French,  Italian  and  other  foreign  poems  which  at 
once  suggest  themselves  have  been  omitted  for  lack  of 
adequate  translations  ;  but  quotations  have  been  included 
from  a  few  well-known  translations  possessing  either 
literary  merit  or  historic  interest, — for  instance,  from  Fitz¬ 
gerald’s  Calderon  or  Harington’s  Ariosto. 

Their  lamentable  inadequacy  should  perhaps  have 
excluded  some  of  the  translations  from  the  Greek  and 
Latin  poets  ;  but  in  treating  an  idea  such  as  sleep,  the 
content  has  an  importance  almost  equal  to  that  of  the  form, 
and  it  is  not  without  interest  to  see  what  ideas  and  images 
of  our  own  poetry  are  borrowed  from  antiquity.  Those 
who  know  the  originals  may  not  be  unpleased  to  have  some 
fine  passages  recalled  to  them  ;  while  those  who  miss  in 
the  English  dress  most  of  the  grace  and  elegance  of  the 
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original,  may  comfort  themselves  with  the  thought  that 
it  is  not  by  translation,  but  by  a  process  of  transmutation, 
that  the  gold  of  Greece  and  Rome  has  passed  into  the  no 
less  precious  metal  of  English  poetry. 

The  translations  are  of  very  unequal  merit,  but  may  be 
of  interest  as  revealing  the  taste  of  the  period  at  which  they 
were  made.  Difficulties  about  copyright  have  sometimes 
made  it  necessary  to  choose  seventeenth-  and  eighteenth- 
century  translations  when  better  ones  exist  of  recent  date. 
Pope’s  Homer  and  Dryden’s  Virgil  have  their  own  merits 
and  command  respect.  The  versions  of  Jasper  Heywood, 
however,  or  of  Arthur  Golding,  “  Gent  ”,  are  interesting 
as  examples  of  our  earliest  translations,  and  amusing  in 
their  quaintness  ;  but  poetical  they  are  not,  or  only  by 
accident. 

We  have  been  fortunate  in  obtaining  permission  to 
include  some  extracts  illustrating  modern  ideals  and 
achievements  in  translation  ;  and  we  take  this  opportunity 
of  offering  our  thanks  to  Messrs.  Silas  Birch,  Ltd.,  for 
Mr.  F.  A.  Wright’s  translations  of  four  poems  of  Meleager 
of  Gadara  ;  to  Messrs.  A.  &  C.  Black,  Ltd.,  for  the  late 
John  Addington  Symonds’  translations  from  Euripides 
and  Callimachus  ;  to  Messrs.  Burns  Oates  and  Wash- 
bourne,  Ltd.,  for  Mrs.  Meynell’s  Renouncement',  to  the 
Cambridge  University  Press  for  Mr.  W.  Headlam’s  trans¬ 
lations  of  Aleman  and  Simonides  ;  to  Messrs.  Constable 
and  Co.,  Ltd.,  for  the  passages  from  the  late  George  Mere¬ 
dith’s  Diana  of  the  Crossways  ;  to  Messrs.  William  Heine- 
mann,  Ltd.,  for  three  poems  of  the  late  Algernon  Charles 
Swinburne  ;  to  the  Editors  of  the  Loeb  Classical  Library 
for  Mr.  Michael  Heseltine’s  translation  of  Petronius  and 
for  Sir  John  Sandys’  translation  of  Pindar’s  Dirge  ;  to 
Professor  A.  S.  Way  for  his  translations  from  Sophocles 
and  Pindar  ;  to  the  Clarendon  Press  for  Professor  J.  S. 
Phillimore’s  translation  of  Propertius  \  to  Messrs.  Kegan 
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Paul,  Trench,  Trubner  and  Co.,  Ltd.,  for  the  late  John 
Addington  Symonds’  poem,  To  the  Genius  of  Eternal 
Slumber ;  to  Messrs.  George  Routledge  &  Sons,  Ltd., 
for  Mr.  F.  A.  Wright’s  translation  of  Agathias  from  The 
Girdle  of  Aphrodite  ;  and  to  the  Editor  of  the  Oxford 
Magazine  for  Mr.  W.  H.  Fyfe’s  translation  of  Statius’ 
Invocation  to  Sleep. 

Also  we  should  like  to  express  our  thanks  to  Professor 
J.  S.  Phillimore,  who  has  amended  his  version  of  the 
passage  from  Propertius  for  this  anthology. 
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sleep  first  appears  in  Greek  poetry,  it  is 
3  imaginative  or  unsubstantial  form  ;  it  is 
person,  one  of  those  capricious,  undigni- 
deities  of  Olympus  whose  ignoble  weak¬ 
nesses  shocked  and  puzzled  the  ancient  moralists.  In 
the  Iliad  (p.  61)  he  appears  first  in  a  somewhat  discredit¬ 
able  role,  as  the  accomplice  of  Hera  in  an  intrigue  against 
Zeus.  Bribed  by  the  promise  of  a  gold  footstool  and  one 
of  the  Graces  to  wife,  he  seconds  Hera’s  amorous  wiles, 
and  sends  the  Thunderer  into  a  deep  sleep,  during  which 
much  mischief  is  wrought.  Before  doing  so,  he  transforms 
himself  into  a  raven,  a  change  which  seems  to  recall  a 
darker,  more  primitive  mythology. 

Dark,  too,  is  the  figure  of  Sleep  in  Hesiod’s  Theogony 
(p.  77).  The  son  of  Night,  he  dwells  with  his  brother 
Death  in  murky  Tartarus,  never  visited  by  the  sun.  But 
he  is  a  kindly  god,  a  winged  spirit  for  ever  circling  by  night 
over  the  earth  ;  and  in  this  guise  he  appears  once  more 
in  the  Iliad  (p.  77),  with  Death  his  brother,  removing 
from  the  battle-field  the  body  of  the  slain  Sarpedon,  and 
bearing  it  in  honour  to  the  tomb. 

To  Virgil  the  crude  personification  of  the  earlier  epic  is 
no  longer  possible  (p.  62).  When  Juno’s  unresting  spite, 
reluctant  that  the  sea-god  should  protect  the  Trojan  fleet, 
demands  yet  another  victim,  Sleep  is  sent  down  to  over¬ 
power  the  steersman  Palinurus  and  cast  him  into  the  sea. 
But  this  time  he  enters  the  body  of  the  seaman  Phorbas 
and  speaks  through  his  mouth.  It  is  not  till  he  has  failed 
to  seduce  the  honest  sailor  from  his  duty,  that  he  shakes 
over  him  a  branch  “  dripping  with  dew  of  Lethe,  and  sleepy 
with  the  might  of  Styx  ”  and  soars  away  on  outspread 
wings.  Thus  vivid  portraiture  and  supernatural  fantasy 
are  fused  in  an  atmosphere  of  romantic,  dream-like  reality 
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by  the  magical  music  of  Virgil’s  verse.  No  other  poet, 
perhaps,  has  succeeded  like  him  in  suggesting,  by  soft, 
subtle  word-harmony,  peace,  slumber  and  dream  ;  but  in 
translation  this  quality  of  his  verse  is  inevitably  lost. 

Quite  different  is  the  conception  of  sleep  found  in  the 
Metamorphoses  of  Ovid  (p.  63).  Here  we  have  the 
developed  myth  presented  visually,  like  some  pictured 
allegory  in  a  tapestry  or  fresco  :  the  cave  of  sleep,  with  its 
clouds  of  mist,  its  falling  waters,  its  symbolic  poppies,  the 
ebon  couch  with  its  black  pillows,  and  the  crowd  of  dreams 
who  attend  the  drowsy  god.  Here,  too,  we  find  the  sons 
of  sleep, — and  chief  among  them  Morpheus, — who  take 
upon  themselves  the  forms  of  the  varied  hierarchy  of 
dreams  ;  for  there  are  common  dreams  for  common  people, 
and  splendid  dreams  sent  only  to  great  kings  and  generals. 

Ovid  was  the  favourite  of  the  Middle  Ages,  and  his 
pictorial  conception,  with  its  graceful  images  and  over¬ 
elaborate  detail,  was  copied  by  poets  both  mediaeval  and 
modern  (pp.  68-70).  It  is  but  a  step  from  it  to  the 
vision  and  the  allegory,  those  poetic  forms  which  appealed 
so  universally  to  the  mediaeval  imagination.  We  need 
only  mention  the  Roman  de  la  Rose,  the  Divina  Commedia 
and  the  vision  of  Piers  the  Plowman.  Another  favourite 
was  Seneca,  and  the  chorus  from  the  Hercules  Furens 
(p.  34)  may  well  have  been  the  prototype  of  those  cata¬ 
logues  of  Sleep’s  moral  and  spiritual  attributes  which  were 
a  common  exercise  of  the  poets  of  the  Renaissance  (see 
p.  35  and  onwards). 

In  Pindar  and  the  Orphic  Hymns  (pp.  85,  86)  we  see 
how  early  the  mystery  of  dreams  had  stirred  the  religious 
sentiment  of  the  Greeks.  They  were  accepted  as  portents 
or  divine  revelations,  and  interpreted  as  such  by  philo¬ 
sophers  like  Plato.  But  this  religious  interpretation  did 
not  exclude  scientific  inquiry  into  the  physiology  of  dream¬ 
ing.  Plato  places  the  seat  of  dreams  in  the  liver,  others 
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ascribe  them  to  the  effect  of  the  four  “  humours  ”,— 
choleric,  sanguine,  phlegmatic  and  melancholic,— and 
Aristotle  wrote  treatises  both  on  divination  by  dreams 
and  on  their  physical  causes  and  phenomena. 

1  he  materialistic  explanation  of  dreams  accepted  by 
the  Epicureans  is  set  forth  by  the  philosopher-poet 
Lucretius  (p.  go).  In  his  opinion  dreams  were  caused 
by  material  images,  which  detach  themselves  from  visible 
objects,  and,  floating  through  the  air,  come  in  contact 
with  our  organs  of  perception.  The  speculations  of 
Lucretius  on  the  nature  of  the  soul  and  the  import  of 
dreams  are  reflected  in  later  writers.  The  Middle  Ages 
pored  over  Aristotle,  Macrobius,  “  Cato  ”,  and  all  the 
ancient  writers,  and  amassed  much  recondite  and  incon¬ 
gruous  erudition.  Chaucer  was  a  master  of  the  learning 
of  his  age, — did  he  not  discover  or  invent  “  Eclampasteire  ”, 
that  un-Ovidian  son  of  sleep  ? — but  he  carried  it  lightly 
and  mockingly,  and  refused  to  commit  himself  to  any 
solemn  theory  (p.  95).  And  the  amusing  dialogue  about 
dreams  between  Chauntecleer  and  Pertelote  (p.  93) 
combines  with  its  learning  a  humorous  satire  on  the  foibles 
of  husbands, — who  have  evidently  changed  very  little  since 
the  Middle  Ages. 

In  the  greater  poetic  forms,  the  epic  and  the  ode  (with 
the  exception  of  the  philosophic  poem  of  Lucretius),  sleep 
occurs,  as  a  rule,  rather  as  a  fanciful  episode  or  a  decorative 
motive,  than  as  a  main  theme.  In  tragedy,  too,  the  part 
which  it  plays  is  naturally  episodic.  The  beautiful  inter¬ 
ludes  from  the  Philoctetes  of  Sophocles  (p.  57)  and  the 
Orestes  of  Euripides  (p.  57)  lose  much  of  their  beauty  when 
detached  from  their  context,  stripped  of  the  musical  and 
choric  accompaniment  at  whose  nature  we  can  now  but 
faintly  guess,  and  turned  into  a  less  subtly  harmonious 
language  ;  but  we  can  appreciate  the  part  which  they  play 
in  the  development  of  the  plot,  and  the  art  with  which  the 
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sleep  of  the  hero  is  used  to  produce  a  detente  of  the  tragic 
emotion,  a  pause  and  breathing-space  before  the  climax. 
How  hard  it  is  for  the  most  conscientious  modern  to  recap¬ 
ture  the  spirit  of  antique  art  even  by  the  most  scholarly 
appreciation,  cultured  imagination,  and  reverent  archaeo¬ 
logical  scrupulousness,  may  be  seen  in  the  interesting 
tirade  which  we  quote  from  Matthew  Arnold’s  Merope. 

It  is  naturally  in  the  lesser  poetic  forms,  the  lyric  and 
elegiac,  that  sleep  in  its  divers  aspects,  objective  or  sub¬ 
jective,  forms  the  theme  of  a  finished  poem.  In  the 
poems  brought  together  to  illustrate  certain  of  these 
aspects, — the  sleep  of  nature,  the  sleep  of  love,  the  sleep 
of  children,  the  sleeping  mistress,  and  others  which  will 
be  found  in  the  table  of  contents, — -it  will  be  seen  how  these 
ideas  have  been  treated  in  different  ages  and  by  different 
poets.  In  later  classical  poetry, — for  example  in  the  Greek 
Anthology  and  in  the  exquisite  invocation  of  sleep  by 
Statius,  we  find  the  personal,  romantic  note  appearing. 
The  sleep  of  nature,  as  in  Virgil,  is  contrasted  with  the 
turmoil  of  man’s  passions  ;  and  the  naive  personification 
found  in  Homer  is  replaced  by  a  fanciful  one,  in  which 
Sleep  is  a  capricious  boy,  or  a  rival  who  steals  the 
mistress  from  her  lover  (p.  147)  ;  and  in  such  a  poem  as 
the  “  Cruel  Dawn  ”  of  Meleager  (p.  213)  we  have  an  early 
suggestion  of  a  theme  familiar  to  us  in  the  Provengal  dawn- 
songs  ( Aubades ),  and  in  later  imitations  of  these.  The 
short  poems  of  the  Elizabethan  and  Cavalier  lyrists  show 
to  what  good  purpose  they  had  studied  their  Anacreon  and 
their  Anthology  (e.g.,  pp.  80,  143), — or  rather,  the  trans¬ 
lations  of  Estienne  and  the  Pleiade, — and  what  dainty 
fancies,  what  eloquence  of  passion,  and  what  elegancies  of 
phrase  our  poetry  owes  to  these  sources.  Examples  are 
also  given  of  the  “  conceits  ”  of  the  petrarchizing  Eliza¬ 
bethans  and  of  the  degree  to  which  they  were  abused 
(one  of  the  worst  of  which  is,  perhaps,  the  sonnet  of  Giles 
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Fletcher  on  p.  150)  ;  and  of  the  fantastic  imaginings  of 
the  metaphysical  poets,  with  their  strange  heart-stirring 
appeal.  From  the  tender  subtleties  of  Donne  (p.  98) 
we  turn  to  Vaughan  and  Crashaw,  with  their  deep  religious 
sense  of  the  vast  unknown,  full  of  danger  and  terror,  that 
menacingly  surrounds  the  thoughtless,  sleeping  soul 
(p.  189).  The  same  idea,  the  same  metaphor  of  the  boat 
drifting  on  a  stormy  sea,  while  the  pilot  sleeps  at  the  helm, 
is  found  in  Crashaw,  and  later  in  Young  (of  the  “  Night 
Thoughts  ”)  and  in  Christina  Rossetti  (pp.  189-192). 
And  in  the  great  visionary  Blake,  side  by  side  with  his 
sunlit  pictures  of  childish  innocence  and  purity,  we  find 
the  same  sense  of  mystery  and  horror  and  of  the  powers 
that  work  in  darkness  while  we  sleep  (p.  100). 

The  poets  of  the  nineteenth  century  had  emancipated 
themselves  from  what  was  purely  imitative  and  conven¬ 
tional  in  earlier  poetry,  and  drew  from  their  subtler  and 
more  spiritual  conception  of  sleep  and  dream  a  wealth  of 
metaphor  and  image.  Shelley,  whose  poetry  is  shot 
through  with  the  dream-like  hues  of  that  world  of  ethereal 
fantasy  in  which  he  dwelt,  expressed  by  his  imagery  and 
verbal  music  the  very  essence  of  the  poet’s  enchanted 
sleep  ;  and  both  Keats  and  Tennyson  were  inspired  by 
this  theme  with  images  of  striking  beauty  and  originality. 
But  owing  to  the  very  nature  of  its  soft,  melting  forms, 
its  blurred  outlines,  and  its  misty  changing  lights,  the 
dream-world  lends  itself  with  dangerous  ease  to  abuse 
as  a  source  of  illogical  and  superfluous  ornament,  and  has 
betrayed  many  a  minor  poet  to  his  undoing.  There  is 
more  than  a  trace  of  these  weaknesses  in  some  of  the  poems 
of  Christina  Rossetti,  who  had  a  special  fondness  for 
this  subject. 

But  to  those  who  seek  above  all  in  the  poetic  art  music, 
fine  workmanship  and  technical  mastery,  sleep  is  a  subject 
of  peculiar  interest.  We  have  referred  above  to  Virgil’s 
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supreme  art,  suggesting  sleep  by  an  exquisite  sequence  of 
soft,  hushing  sibilants,  long-sustained  vowels,  and  gentle, 
lulling  rhythms  ;  and  the  same  art  is  found  to  a  lesser  degree 
in  Ovid  and  Statius.  But  it  is  one  of  the  triumphs  of 
English  poets  to  have  achieved,  in  a  language  lacking  the 
pure,  open  vowels  of  Latin,  and  heavily  loaded  with  a  dead 
weight  of  consonants,  a  melody  of  no  less  subtlety  and 
sweetness,  and  of  equal  hypnotic  suggestion, — in  the  literal 
sense  of  the  word.  In  the  Elizabethan  age  we  have  such 
examples  as  the  famous  lines  from  Fletcher’s  “  Valentinian  ” 
(p.  40).  But  the  poetry  of  our  great  romantics,  and  in 
particular  of  Shelley  and  Swinburne  (nor  should  we  forget 
the  Lotus-Eaters  of  Tennyson)  is  rich  beyond  all  others  in 
sleep-suggesting  cadences  and  spell-weaving  harmonies, — 
those  “  under-notes  ”  described  by  Shelley  himself  “  that 
pierce  the  sense  and  live  within  the  soul.” 

C.  A.  P. 
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all  them  whom  Love  and  Fancy  grace, 
When  grosser  eyes  are  clos'd  in  sleep, 

The  gentle  spirits  of  the  place 
Waft  up  the  insuperable  steep, 

On  whose  vast  summit  broad  and  smooth 
Her  nest  the  Phoenix  bird  conceals, 

And  where  the  cypresses  o’er  hung 
The  heavenly  Lethe  steals. 


A  sea-like  sound  the  branches  breathe, 

Stirr’d  by  the  Breeze  that  loiters  there  ; 

And  all  that  stretch  their  limbs  beneath, 

Forget  the  coil  of  mortal  care. 

Strange  mists  along  the  margin  rise, 

To  heal  the  guests  who  hither  come, 

And  fit  the  soul  to  re-endure 
Its  earthly  martyrdom. 

Coleridge. 
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FALLING  ASLEEP 


To  his  Bed 

|Y  bed,  the  rest  of  all  my  cares, 
the  ende  of  toilyng  paine  ; 

|Which  bryngest  ease  and  sollace  sweete, 
vhile  darknesse  doeth  remaine, 

My  bedde,  yelde  to  me  slumber  swete, 
and  triflyng  dreams  repell : 

Cause  carkyng  care  from  sobbyng  breast 
to  part,  where  it  doeth  dwell. 

All  mockeries  of  this  wretched  worlde, 
put  cleane  from  out  my  mynde  : 

Doe  these,  my  bedde,  and  then  by  thee 
much  comfort  shall  I  finde. 


His  Bed’s  Reply 

that  I  maie  be  a  rest  of  cares, 
an  end  of  toylyng  paine  : 

See  stomacke  thine  be  not  surchargde, 
when  slepe  thou  wouldest  gaine. 
If  sugred  slepe  (devoide  of  dreames) 
thou  likest  to  enioye  : 

Then  live  with  little  :  and  beware 
no  cares  thy  hedde  anoye. 

And  lastly  deme  thy  feathered  bedde 
alwaies  thy  graspyng  grave  : 

So  rest  by  me  thou  shalt  obtaine, 
and  eke  much  comfort  have. 

Translated  from  the  Latin  of  Dr.  Haddon, 
who  first  introduced  the  study  of  Greek  at 
Oxford,  by  Timothy  Kendall,  in  Flowers  of 
Epigrammes,  1577. 
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AN  ANTHOLOGY  OF  SLEEP 

he  THAT  WILL  intent  to  take  his  rest  must  go  to  bed  .  .  . 
with  a  secure  and  composed  minde,  in  a  quiet  place  :  .  .  . 
and  if  that  will  not  serve,  or  may  not  be  obtained,  to  seek 
then  such  means  as  are  requisite.  To  lye  in  clean  linen 
and  sweet  ;  before  he  goes  to  bed,  or  in  bed  to  hear  “  sweet 
musick  ”  .  .  .  or  .  .  .  “  to  read  some  pleasant  author  till 
he  be  asleep,  to  have  a  bason  of  water  still  dripping  by 
his  bed  side  (Ovid),”  or  to  lie  near  that  pleasant  murmure 
lene  sonantis  aquae  (of  gently  sounding  water).  Some 
floud-gates,  arches,  falls  of  water,  like  London  Bridge,  or 
some  continuate  noise — which  may  benum  the  senses  ; 
.  .  .  as  a  gentle  noyse  to  some  procures  sleep,  so  .  .  . 
silence,  in  a  darke  roome,  and  the  will  itselfe,  is  most 
available  to  others. 

Burton. 


it  is  A  delicious  moment  certainly— that  of  being  well 
nestled  in  bed,  and  feeling  that  you  shall  drop  gently  to 
sleep.  The  good  is  to  come,  not  past  :  the  limbs  have 
been  just  tired  enough  to  render  the  remaining  in  one 
posture  delightful  :  the  labour  of  the  day  is  done.  A 
gentle  failure  of  the  perceptions  comes  creeping  over  one  : — 
the  spirit  of  consciousness  disengages  itself  more  and  more, 
with  slow  and  hushing  degrees  like  a  mother  detaching 
her  hand  from  that  of  her  sleeping  child  : — the  mind  seems 
to  have  a  balmy  lid  closing  over  it,  like  the  eye  :  ’tis  clos¬ 
ing, — ’tis  more  closing, — -’tis  closed.  The  mysterious 
spirit  has  gone  to  take  its  airy  rounds. 

Leigh  Hunt. 
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LEEP’S  POWER  AND  ATTRIBUTES 


,  king  of  gods,  and  men  of  mortal  birth, 
reign  of  all,  sustain’d  by  mother  earth  ; 
thy  dominion  is  supreme  alone, 
all  extended,  and  by  all  things  known, 
’Tis  thine  all  bodies  with  benignant  mind 
In  other  bands  than  those  of  brass  to  bind. 

Tamer  of  cares,  to  weary  toil  repose, 

And  from  whom  sacred  solace  in  affliction  flows. 

Thy  pleasing  gentle  chains  preserve  the  soul, 

And  e’en  the  dreadful  cares  of  Death  control, 

For  Death  and  Lethe  with  oblivious  stream, 

Mankind  thy  genuine  brothers  justly  deem, 

With  fav’ring  aspect  to  my  pray’r  incline, 

And  save  thy  mystics  in  their  works  divine. 

Orphic  Hymn,  trs.  Thomas  Taylor. 


night,  parent  goddess,  source  of  sweet  repose, 

From  whom  at  first  both  gods  and  men  arose, 

Hear,  blessed  Venus,  deck’d  with  starry  light, 

In  Sleep’s  deep  silence  dwelling,  Ebon  night, 

Dreams  and  soft  ease  attend  thy  dusky  train, 

Pleas’d  with  the  length’ned  gloom  and  feastful  strain, 
Dissolving  anxious  care,  the  friend  of  mirth, 

With  darkling  coursers  riding  round  the  earth. 
Goddess  of  Phantoms  and  of  shadowy  play, 

Whose  drowsy  pow’r  divides  the  natural  day. 

By  fate’s  decree  you  constant  send  the  light. 

To  deepest  hell,  remote  from  mortal  sight ; 

For  dire  necessity,  which  nought  withstands, 

Invests  the  world  with  adamantine  bands. 
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Be  present,  Goddess,  to  thy  suppliant’s  prayer, 
Desir’d  by  all  whom  all  alike  revere, 

Blessed,  benevolent,  with  friendly  aid, 

Dispel  the  fears  of  twilight’s  dreadful  shade. 

Orphic  Hymn,  trs.  Thomas  Taylor. 


sweet  pleasing  sleep  !  of  all  the  Powr’s  the  best ! 

O  Peace  of  Mind,  Repairer  of  Decay, 

Whose  Balms  renew  the  Limbs  to  Labours  of  the  Day  ; 
Care  shuns  thy  soft  Approach,  and  sullen  flies  away. 

Ovid,  trs.  Dryden. 


from  so  great  ills  release  ye  nowre  his  brest, 

O  gods,  release  :  to  better  turne  agayne 
His  righter  mynde,  and  thou  O  tamer  best 
O  sleepe,  of  toyles,  the  quietnesse  of  mynde, 

Of  all  the  lyfe  of  man  the  better  parte, 

O  of  thy  mother  Astrey  winged  kynde, 

Of  hard  and  pyning  death  that  brother  arte 
With  truth  mingling  the  false,  of  after  state 
The  sure,  but  eke  the  worste  foreteller  yet : 

O  Father  of  all  thynges  of  Lyfe  the  gate, 

Of  light  the  rest,  of  nyght  and  fellow  fyt, 

That  com’st  to  king  and  servaunt  equally  ; 

And  gently  cherysshest  who  weary  bee, 

All  mankynde  loe  that  dreadfull  is  to  dye, 

Thou  doest  constrayne  long  death  to  learn  by  thee. 
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Keepe  him  fast  bounde  wyth  heavy  sleepe  opprest, 
Let  slumber  deepe  his  Limmes  untamed  bynde, 
Nor  soner  leave  his  unright  raginge  breaste 
Than  former  mynd  his  course  agayne  may  fynd. 

Seneca,  trs.  Jasper  Heywood. 


BY  HIM  LAY  heavy  sleep,  the  cousin  of  Death, 
Flat  on  the  ground,  and  still  as  any  stone, 

A  very  corpse,  save  yielding  forth  a  breath, 
Small  keep  took  he,  whom  fortune  frowned  on 
Or  whom  she  lifted  up  into  the  throne 
Of  high  renown  :  but  as  a  living  death 
So,  dead  alive,  of  life  he  drew  the  breath. 


The  body’s  rest,  the  quiet  of  the  heart 
The  travail’s  ease,  the  still  night’s  fear  was  he. 
And  of  our  life  on  earth  the  better  part  : 

Reaver  of  sight,  and  yet  in  whom  we  see 
Things  oft  that  tide,  and  oft  that  never  be  : 
Without  respect,  esteeming  equally, 

King  Croesus’  pomp,  and  Irus’  poverty. 

Thos.  Sackville. 


come,  sleep  !  O  Sleep,  the  certain  knot  of  peace, 
The  baiting  place  of  wit,  the  balm  of  woe, 

The  poor  man’s  wealth,  the  prisoner’s  release, 

Th’  indifferent  judge  between  the  high  and  low  ; 
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With  shield  of  proof  shield  me  from  out  the  press 
Of  those  fierce  darts  despair  at  me  doth  throw  : 

O  make  in  me  those  civil  wars  to  cease  : 

I  will  good  tribute  pay,  if  thou  do  so. 

Take  thou  of  me  smooth  pillows,  sweetest  bed, 

A  chamber  deaf  to  noise  and  blind  to  light, 

A  rosy  garland  and  a  weary  head  ; 

And  if  these  things,  as  being  thine  in  right, 

Move  not  thy  heavy  grace,  thou  shalt  in  me, 
Livelier  than  elsewhere,  Stella’s  image  see. 

Sidney. 


death’s  ally,  oblivion  of  tears, 

Silence  of  passions,  blame  of  angry  sore, 

Suspense  of  love,  security  of  fears, 

Wrath’s  lenity,  heart’s  ease,  storms’  calmest  shore  ; 
Senses’  and  souls’  reprieval  from  all  cumbers 
Benumbing  sense  of  ill  with  quiet  slumbers. 

R.  Southwell. 


in  WET  AND  CLOUDY  mists  I  slowly  rise, 

As  with  mine  own  dull  weight  opprest, 
To  close  with  sleep  the  jealous  lovers’  eyes, 
And  give  forsaken  virgins  rest. 


Th’  advent’rous  merchant  and  the  mariner, 
Whom  storms  all  day  vex  in  the  deep, 
Begin  to  trust  the  winds  when  I  appear, 
And  lose  their  dangers  in  their  sleep. 
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The  studious  that  consume  their  brains  and  sight, 
In  search  where  doubtful  knowledge  lies, 

Grow  weary  of  their  fruitless  use  of  light, 

And  wish  my  shades  to  ease  their  eyes. 


Th  ambitious  toiling  statesman  that  prepares 
Great  mischief  ere  the  day  begins, 

Not  measures  day  by  hours,  but  by  his  cares, 
And  night  must  intermit  his  sins. 


Then  why,  when  my  slow  chariot  used  to  climb, 
Did  old,  mistaking  sages  weep  ! 

As  if  my  empire  did  usurp  their  time, 

And  hours  were  lost  when  spent  in  sleep. 


I  come  to  ease  their  labours  and  prevent 
That  weariness  which  would  destroy  ; 

The  profit  of  their  toils  are  still  misspent, 

Till  rest  enables  to  enjoy. 

John  Jones. 


BUT  THIS  I  WELL  know,  that  while  I  am  asleep,  I  feel 
neither  hope  nor  despair  ;  I  am  free  from  pain  and  insen¬ 
sible  of  glory. 

Now  blessings  light  on  him  that  first  invented  this  same 
sleep  :  it  covers  a  man  all  over,  thoughts  and  all,  like  a 
cloak  ;  it  is  meat  for  the  hungry,  drink  for  the  thirsty, 
heat  for  the  cold,  and  cold  for  the  hot.  It  is  the  current 
coin  that  purchases  all  the  pleasures  of  the  world  cheap  ; 
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and  the  balance  that  sets  the  king  and  the  shepherd,  the 
fool  and  the  wise  man  even.  There  is  only  one  thing 
which  somebody  once  put  into  my  head,  that  I  dislike  in 
sleep  ;  it  is,  that  it  resembles  death  ;  there  is  very  little 
difference  between  a  man  in  his  first  sleep,  and  a  man 
in  his  last  sleep. 

Cervantes. 


“  methought,  I  heard  a  voice  cry  “  Sleep  no  more  ! 
Macbeth  doth  murder  sleep, — the  innocent  sleep  ; 
Sleep,  that  knits  up  the  ravelled  sleave  of  care, 

The  death  of  each  day’s  life,  sore  labour’s  bath, 

Balm  of  hurt  minds,  great  nature’s  second  course, 
Chief  nourisher  in  life’s  feast ; — 

Shakespeare. 


o  sleep  !  O  gentle  sleep  ! 

Nature’s  soft  nurse,  How  have  I  frighted  thee, 

That  thou  no  more  wilt  weigh  mine  eyelids  down, 
And  steep  my  senses  in  forgetfulness. 

Why  rather,  sleep,  liest  thou  in  smoky  cribs, 

Upon  uneasy  pallets  stretching  thee, 

And  hush’d  with  buzzing  night-flies  to  thy  slumber, 
Than  in  the  perfum’d  chambers  of  the  great, 

Under  the  canopies  of  costly  state, 

And  lull’d  with  sounds  of  sweetest  melody  ? 

O  thou  dull  god  !  why  liest  thou  with  the  vile, 

In  loathsome  beds,  and  leav’st  the  kingly  couch, 

A  watch  case  or  a  common  ’larum  bell  ? 
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Wilt  thou  upon  the  high  and  giddy  mast 
Seal  up  the  ship-boy’s  eyes,  and  rock  his  brains 
In  cradle  of  the  rude  imperious  surge, 

And  in  the  visitation  of  the  winds, 

Who  take  the  ruffian  billows  by  the  top, 

Curling  their  monstrous  heads,  and  hanging  them 
With  deaf’ning  clamours  in  the  slippery  clouds, 
That  with  the  hurly  death  itself  awakes, 

Canst  thou  O  partial  sleep  !  give  thy  repose 
To  the  wet  sea-boy  in  an  hour  so  rude  ; 

And  in  the  calmest  and  most  stillest  night, 

With  all  appliances  and  means  to  boot, 

Deny  it  to  a  King  ?  Then,  happy  low,  lie  down  ! 
Uneasy  lies  the  head  that  wears  a  crown. 

Shakespeare. 


’tis  not  the  balm,  the  sceptre,  and  the  ball, 

The  sword,  the  mace,  the  crown  imperial, 

The  inner  tissued  robe  of  gold  and  pearl, 

The  forced  title  running  fore  the  king, 

The  throne  he  sits  on,  nor  the  tide  of  pomp, 
That  beats  upon  the  high  shore  of  this  world  ; 
No,  not  all  these,  thrice  gorgeous  ceremony, 

Not  all  these  laid  in  bed  majestical, 

Can  sleep  so  soundly  as  the  wretched  slave, 

Who,  with  a  body  fill’d,  and  vacant  mind, 

Gets  him  to  rest,  crammed  with  distressful  bread, 
Never  sees  horrid  night,  the  child  of  hell, 

But,  like  a  lackey  from  the  rise  to  set, 

Sweats  in  the  eye  of  Phoebus,  and  all  night, 

Sleeps  in  Elysium  ;  next  day,  after  dawn, 

Doth  rise  and  help  Hyperion  to  his  horse  ; 
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And  follows  so  the  ever  running  year, 

With  profitable  labour  to  his  grave  ; 

And,  but  for  ceremony,  such  a  wretch, 

Winding  up  days  with  toil,  and  nights  with  sleep, 
Had  the  forehand  and  vantage  of  a  king, 

The  slave,  a  member  of  the  Country’s  peace, 
Enjoys  it ;  but  in  gross  brain  little  wots, 

What  watch  the  king  keeps  to  maintain  the  peace, 
Whose  hours  the  peasant  best  advantages. 

Shakespeare . 


come,  sleep,  and  with  thy  sweet  deceiving, 
Lock  me  in  delight  awhile  ; 

Let  some  pleasing  dreams  beguile 
All  my  fancies  ;  that  from  thence 
I  may  feel  an  influence, 

All  my  powers  of  care  bereaving. 


Though  but  a  shadow,  but  a  sliding, 

Let  me  know  some  little  joy  ! 

We  that  suffer  long  annoy 
Are  contented  with  a  thought, 

Through  an  idle  fancy  wrought 
Oh,  let  my  joys  have  some  abiding. 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher. 


care-charming  sleep,  thou  easer  of  all  woes, 
Brother  to  Death,  sweetly  thyself  dispose 
On  this  afflicted  prince  ;  fall  like  a  cloud, 

In  gentle  showers  ;  give  nothing  that  is  loud, 
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Or  painful  to  his  slumbers  ;  easy,  sweet, 

And  as  a  purling  stream,  thou  son  of  Night, 
Pass  by  his  troubled  senses  ;  sing  his  pain, 
Little  hollow  murmuring  wind  or  silver  rain  ; 
Into  this  prince  gently,  oh,  gently  slide, 

And  kiss  him  into  slumber  like  a  bride. 

Fletcher. 


care-charmer  sleep  !  Son  of  the  sable  Night ! 
Brother  to  Death  !  In  silent  darkness  born  ! 
Relieve  my  anguish,  and  restore  the  light  ! 

With  dark  forgetting  of  my  cares,  return  ! 

And  let  the  day  be  time  enough  to  mourn. 

The  shipwreck  of  my  ill-adventured  youth  ! 

Let  waking  eyes  suffice  to  wail  their  scorn 
Without  the  torment  of  the  night’s  untruths  ! 
Cease,  Dreams  !  th’  imag’ry  of  our  day  desires, 
To  model  forth  the  passions  of  the  morrow  ! 
Never  let  rising  sun  approve  you  liars  ! 

To  add  more  grief  to  aggravate  my  sorrow. 

Still  let  me  sleep  !  Embracing  clouds  in  vain, 
And  never  wake  to  feel  the  day’s  disdain. 

Samuel  Daniel 


come,  heavy  sleep,  the  Image  of  true  death, 

And  close  up  these  my  weary  weeping  eyes, 

Whose  spring  of  tears  doth  stop  my  vital  breath, 
And  tears  my  heart  with  sorrow’s  sigh-swollen  cries, 
Come  and  possess  my  tired  thoughts,  worn  soul, 
That  living  dies,  till  thou  on  me  bestoule. 
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Come,  Shadow  of  my  End,  and  Shape  of  Rest, 
Allied  to  Death,  Child  to  this  black  fast  Night, 
Come  thou  and  charm  these  rebels  in  my  breast, 
Whose  waking  fancies  doth  my  mind  affright  ; 

O  come,  sweet  sleep,  come,  or  I  die  for  ever. 
Come  ere  my  last  sleep  comes,  or  come  never. 

John  Dozvland. 


“  HERE  SILKEN  slumber  and  refreshing  sleep 
Were  seldom  found  ;  with  quiet  minds  those  keep, 
Not  with  disturbed  thoughts  ;  the  beds  of  kings 
Are  never  press’d  by  them,  sweet  rest  enrings 
The  tired  body  of  the  swarty  clown, 

And  oft’ner  lies  on  flocks  than  softest  down.” 

W.  Browne. 


morpheus,  the  humble  god  that  dwells 
In  cottages  and  smoky  cells, 

Hates  gilded  roofs,  and  beds  of  down, 
And,  though  he  fears  no  prince’s  frown, 
Flies  from  the  circle  of  a  crown. 


Come,  I  say,  thou  powerful  god, 

And  thy  leaden  charming  rod 
Dipt  in  the  Lethean  lake, 

O’er  his  wakeful  temples  shake, 

Lest  he  should  sleep  and  never  wake  ! 
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Nature,  alas  !  why  art  thou  so. 

Obliged  to  thy  greatest  foe  ? 

Sleep,  that  is  thy  best  repast, 

Yet  of  death  it  bears  a  taste, 

And  both  are  the  same  thing  at  last. 

Sir  John  Denham. 


“  the  weary  world’s  best  med’cine,  Sleep  ! 

Sleep  shuts  those  wounds  where  injur’d  Lovers  weep 
And  flies  th’  Oppressours  to  relieve  th’  oppressed. 

Sleep  loves  the  Cottage,  and  from  Court  abstains  ; 

It  stills  the  Seaman,  tho’  the  Storm  be  high  ; 

Frees  the  griev’d  Captive  in  his  closest  Chains, 

Stops  want’s  loud  mouth,  and  blinds  the  treach’rous  Spy.” 

Sir  W.  Davenant. 


what  succour  can  I  hope  the  Muse  will  send 
Whose  drowsiness  hath  wrong’d  the  Muses’  friend. 
What  hope,  Aurora,  to  propitiate  thee  ; 

Unless  the  Muse  sing  my  apology  ; 

O  in  that  morning  of  my  shame  !  when  I 
Lay  folded  up  in  sleep’s  captivity, 

How  at  the  sight  didst  thou  draw  back  thine  eyes 
Into  thy  modest  veil  !  how  didst  thou  rise 
Twice  dyed  in  thine  own  blushes,  and  didst  run 
To  draw  the  curtains  and  awake  the  sun  ! 

—But  thou,  faint  God  of  Sleep,  forget  that  I 
Was  ever  known  to  be  thy  votary, 
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No  more  my  pillow  shall  thine  altar  be, 

Nor  will  I  offer  any  more  to  thee 
Myself  a  melting  sacrifice  ;  I’m  born 
Again  a  fresh  child  of  the  buxom  morn, 

Heir  of  the  sun’s  first  beams  ;  why  threat’st  thou  so  ! 
Why  dost  thou  shake  thy  leaden  sceptre,  go, 

Bestow  thy  poppy  upon  wakeful  woe, 

Sickness,  and  sorrow,  whose  pale  lids  ne’er  know 
Thy  downy  finger  ;  dwell  upon  their  eyes, 

Shut  in  their  tears  :  shut  out  their  miseries. 

Crashaw. 


NOW  HAD  THE  Night’s  companion  from  her  den, 
Where  all  the  busy  day  she  close  doth  lie, 

With  her  soft  wing  wiped  from  the  brows  of  men 
Day’s  sweat,  and  by  a  gentle  tyranny, 

And  sweet  oppression,  kindly  cheating  them 
Of  all  their  cares,  tamed  the  rebellious  eye 
Of  sorrow,  with  a  soft  and  downy  hand 
Sealing  all  breasts  in  a  Lethaean  band. 

Crashaw. 


o  JOYES  !  Infinite  sweetness  !  with  what  flowers 
And  shoots  of  glory,  my  soul  breakes  and  buds  ! 
All  the  long  houres 
Of  night  and  rest 
Through  the  still  shrouds 
Of  sleep,  and  clouds, 

This  dew  fell  on  my  breast  ; 

44 


sleep’s  power  and  attributes 
Oh  how  it  clouds 

And  spirits  all  my  earth  !  heark  !  in  what  rings 
And  hymning  circulations  the  quick  world 
Awakes,  and  sings  ! 

The  rising  winds, 

And  falling  springs, 

Birds,  beasts,  all  things 
Adore  Him  in  their  kinds, 

Thus  all  is  hurl’d 

In  sacred  hymnes  and  order  ;  the  great  chime 
And  symphony  of  Nature  !  Prayer  is 
The  world  in  tune, 

A  spirit — voyce, 

And  vocall  joyes, 

Whose  echo  is  heav’n’s  blesse. 

O  let  me  climbe 

When  I  lye  down  !  The  pious  soul  by 
night 

That  curtain’d  lies — though  sleep,  like  ashes,  hide 
My  lamp  and  life,  both  shall  in  Thee  abide. 

Vaughan. 


tired  nature’s  sweet  restorer,  balmy  sleep  ! 

He,  like  the  world,  his  ready  visit  pays 
Where  Fortune  smiles ;  the  wretched  he  for¬ 
sakes  : 

Swift  on  his  downy  pinions  flies  from  woe 
And  lights  on  lids  unsullied  with  a  tear. 
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oh  sleep  !  it  is  a  gentle  thing, 

Beloved  from  pole  to  pole  ! 

To  Mary  Queen  the  praise  be  given, 
She  sent  the  gentle  sleep  from  Heaven, 
That  slid  into  my  soul. 


The  silly  buckets  on  the  deck, 

That  had  so  long  remained, 

I  dreamt  that  they  were  filled  with  dew  ; 
And  when  I  awoke,  it  rained. 


My  lips  were  wet,  my  throat  was  cold, 
My  garments  all  were  dank  ; 

Sure  I  had  drunken  in  my  dreams 
And  still  my  body  drank. 


I  moved  and  could  not  feel  my  limbs, 

I  was  so  light — almost 
I  thought  that  I  had  died  in  sleep, 

And  was  a  blessed  ghost. 

Coleridge . 


o  gentle  sleep  !  Do  they  belong  to  thee, 
These  twinklings  of  oblivion  ?  Thou  dost  love 
To  sit  in  meekness,  like  the  brooding  Dove, 

A  captive  never  wishing  to  be  free. 
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This  tiresome  night,  O  sleep  !  thou  art  to  me 
A  Fly,  that  up  and  down  himself  doth  shove 
Upon  a  fretful  rivulet,  now  above 
Now  on  the  water  vex’d  with  mockery, 

I  have  no  pain  that  calls  for  patience,  no  ; 

Hence  am  I  cross  and  peevish  as  a  child  : 

Am  pleas’d  by  fits  to  have  thee  for  my  foe 
Yet  ever  willing  to  be  reconciled  : 

O  gentle  Creature  !  Do  not  use  me  so 
But  once  and  deeply  let  me  be  beguiled. 

Wordsworth. 


fond  words  have  oft  been  spoken  to  thee, 
Sleep  ! 

And  thou  hast  had  thy  store  of  tenderest  names ; 
The  very  sweetest  words  that  fancy  frames 
When  thankfulness  of  heart  is  strong  and  deep  ! 
Dear  bosom  Child  we  call  thee,  that  dost  steep 
In  rich  reward  all  suffering  ;  Balm  that  tames 
All  anguish ;  Saint  that  evil  thoughts  and 
aims, 

Takest  away,  and  into  souls  dost  creep, 

Like  to  a  breeze  from  heaven.  Shall  I  alone, 

I  surely  not  a  man  ungentle  made, 

Call  thee  worst  Tyrant,  by  which  flesh  is  curst 
Perverse  self  will’d  to  own  and  to  disown, 

Mere  slave  of  them  who  never  for  thee  pray’d 
Still  last  to  come  where  thou  art  wanted  most. 

Wordsworth. 
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THE  CROWD  ARE  gone,  the  revellers  at  rest, 

The  courteous  host,  and  all-approving  guest, 

Again  to  that  accustomed  couch  must  creep 
Where  joy  subsides,  and  sorrow  sighs  to  sleep, 

And  man,  o’erlaboured  with  his  Being’s  strife, 

Shrinks  to  that  sweet  forgetfulness  of  life  : 

There  lies  Love’s  feverish  hope,  and  cunning’s 

guile, 

Hate’s  working  brain,  and  lulled  Ambition’s  wile 
O’er  each  vain  eye  oblivion’s  pinions  wave, 

And  quenched  existence  crouches  in  a  grave. 

What  better  name  may  slumber’s  bed  become  ? 
Night’s  sepulchre,  the  universal  home, 

Where  weakness,  Strength,  Vice,  Virtue,  sunk  supine, 
Alike  in  naked  helplessness  recline  ; 

Glad  for  a  while  to  heave  unconscious  breath  ; 

Yet  wake  to  wrestle  with  the  dread  of  Death, 

And  shun, — though  Day  but  dawn  on  ills  increased, — 
That  sleep, — the  loveliest  since  it  dreams  the  least. 

Byron. 


SLEEP  is  MOST  graceful  in  an  infant ;  soundest,  in  one 
who  has  been  tired  in  the  open  air  ;  completest,  to  the 
seaman  after  a  hard  voyage  ;  most  welcome  to  the  mind 
haunted  with  one  idea  ;  most  touching  to  look  at,  in  the 
parent  that  has  wept ;  lightest  in  the  playful  child  ;  proud¬ 
est  in  the  bride  adored. 
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WE  strew  then  opiate  flowers 
On  thy  restless  pillow, — 

They  were  stript  from  Orient  bowers, 

By  the  Indian  billow. 

Be  thy  sleep 
Calm  and  deep, 

Like  theirs  who  fell — not  ours  who  weep  ! 


Away,  unlovely  Dreams  ! 

Away,  false  shapes  of  sleep  ! 

Be  his,  as  Heaven  seems, 

Clear,  and  bright,  and  deep  ! 

Soft  as  love,  and  calm  as  Death, 

Sweet  as  a  summer  night  without  a  breath. 


Sleep,  Sleep  !  our  song  is  laden 
With  the  soul  of  slumber, 

It  was  sung  by  a  Samian  maiden, 

Whose  lover  was  of  the  number 
Who  now  keep 
That  calm  sleep 

Whence  none  may  wake,  where  none  shall  weep 


I  touch  thy  temples  pale  ! 

I  breathe  my  soul  on  thee  ! 

And  could  my  prayers  avail, 

All  my  joy  should  be 
Dead,  and  I  would  like  to  weep, 

So  thou  might ’st  coin  one  hour  of  quiet  sleep. 

Shelley 
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swiftly  walk  over  the  western  wave 
Spirit  of  Night ! 

Out  of  the  misty  eastern  cave, 

Where  all  the  long  and  lone  daylight, 
Thou  wovest  dreams  of  joy  and  fear, 
Which  make  thee  terrible  and  dear, — 
Swift  be  thy  flight ! 


Wrap  thy  form  in  a  mantle  grey, 
Star-inwrought ! 

Blind  with  thine  hair  the  eyes  of  day, 
Kiss  her  until  she  be  wearied  out, 

Then  wander  o’er  city,  and  sea  and  land, 
Touching  all  with  thine  opiate  wand, — 
Come,  long-sought ! 


When  I  arose  and  saw  the  dawn, 

I  sighed  for  thee  : 

When  light  rode  high,  and  the  dew  was  gone, 
And  noon  lay  heavy  on  flower  and  tree, 

And  the  weary  Day  turned  to  his  rest, 
Lingering  like  an  unloved  guest, 

I  sighed  for  thee  ! 


Thy  brother  Death  came,  and  cried, 
Would ’st  thou  me  ? 

Thy  sweet  child  Sleep,  the  filmy-eyed, 
Murmured  like  a  noon-tide  bee, 

Shall  I  nestle  by  thy  side  ? 

Would ’st  thou  me  ? — and  I  replied, 
No,  not  thee  ! 
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Death  will  come  when  thou  art  dead, 

Soon,  too  soon — 

Sleep  will  come  when  thou  art  fled  ; 

Of  neither  would  I  ask  the  boon, 

I  ask  of  thee,  beloved  Night. 

Swift  be  thine  approaching  flight, 

Soon,  soon,  soon  ! 

Shelley. 


o  MAGIC  SLEEP  !  O  comfortable  bird, 

That  broodest  o’er  the  troubled  sea  of  the  mind 
Till  it  is  hushed  and  smooth  !  O  unconfined 
Restraint  !  imprisoned  liberty  !  great  key 
To  golden  palaces,  strange  minstrelsy, 

Fountains  grotesque,  new  trees,  bespangled  caves. 
Echoing  grottoes,  full  of  tumbling  waves  ! 

And  moonlight ;  ay,  to  all  the  magic  world 
Of  silvery  enchantment ! — who,  unfurled 
Beneath  thy  drowsy  wing  a  triple  hour, 

But  renovates  and  lives  ? 

Keats. 


what  is  more  gentle  than  a  wind  in  summer  ? 
What  is  more  soothing  than  the  pretty  hummer 
That  stays  one  moment  in  an  open  flower, 

And  buzzes  cheerily  from  bower  to  bower  ? 

What  is  more  tranquil  than  a  musk-rose  blowing 
In  a  green  island,  far  from  all  men’s  knowing  ? 
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More  healthful  than  the  leafiness  of  dales  ? 

More  secret  than  a  nest  of  nightingales  ? 

More  full  of  visions  than  a  high  romance  ? 

What  but  thee,  Sleep  !  Soft  closer  of  our  eyes  ! 
Low  murmurer  of  tender  lullabies  ! 

Light  hoverer  around  our  happy  pillows  ! 
Wreather  of  poppy  buds,  and  weeping  willows  ! 
Silent  entangler  of  a  beauty’s  tresses  ! 

Most  happy  listener  !  when  the  morning  blesses 
Thee  for  enlivening  all  the  cheerful  eyes 
That  glance  so  brightly  at  the  new  sunrise. 

Keats. 


o  SOFT  EMBALMER  of  the  still  midnight ! 

Shutting  with  careful  fingers  and  benign 

Our  gloom-pleased  eyes,  embowered  from  the  light, 

Enshaded  in  forgetfulness  divine, 

O  soothest  sleep  !  if  so  it  please  thee,  close, 

In  midst  of  this  thine  hymn,  my  willing  eyes, 

Or  wait  the  amen,  ere  thy  poppy  throws 
Around  my  bed  its  lulling  charities  ; 

Then  save  me,  or  the  passed  day  will  shine 
Upon  my  pillow,  breeding  many  woes  ; 

Save  me  from  curious  conscience  that  still  lords 
Its  strength,  for  darkness  burrowing  like  a  mole  ; 
Turn  the  key  deftly  in  the  oiled  wards, 

And  seal  the  hushed  casket  of  my  soul. 
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thick  sleep  which  shut  all  dreams  from  me 
And  kept  my  inner  self  apart 
And  quiet  from  emotion, 

Then  brake  away  and  left  me  free, 

Made  conscious  of  a  human  heart 
Betwixt  the  heaven  and  ocean. 

E.  B,  Browning. 


come,  blessed  sleep,  most  full,  most  perfect,  come. 
Come,  sleep,  if  so  I  may  forget  the  whole  ; 
Forget  my  body  and  forget  my  soul, 

Forget  how  long  life  is  and  troublesome. 

Come,  happy  sleep,  to  soothe  my  heart  or  numb, 
Arrest  my  weary  spirit  or  control : 

Till  light  be  dark  to  me  from  pole  to  pole, 

And  winds  and  echoes  and  low  songs  be  dumb, 
Come,  sleep,  and  lap  me  into  perfect  calm, 

Lap  me  from  all  the  world  and  weariness 
Come,  secret  sleep,  with  thine  unuttered  psalm, 
Come,  heavy  dreamless  sleep,  and  close  and  press 
Upon  mine  eyes  thy  fingers  dropping  balm. 

Christina  Rossetti. 


sleep,  when  A  soul  that  her  own  clouds  cover 
Wails  that  sorrow  should  always  keep 
Watch,  nor  see  in  the  gloom  above  her. 

Sleep, 

Down,  through  darkness  naked  and  steep, 
Sinks,  and  the  gifts  of  his  grace  recover 
Soon  the  soul,  though  her  wounds  be  deep. 
Sleep. 
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God  beloved  of  us,  all  men’s  lover. 

All  most  weary  that  smile  or  weep 
Feel  thee  afar  or  anear  them  hover, 

Sleep. 

Swinburne. 


sleep,  thou  art  named  eternal !  Is  there  then 
No  chance  of  waking  in  thy  noiseless  realm  ? 

Come  there  no  fretful  dreams  to  overwhelm 
The  feverish  spirits  of  o’erlaboured  men  ? 

Shall  conscience  sleep  where  thou  art ;  and  shall  pain 
Lie  folded  with  tired  arms  around  her  head, 

And  memory  be  stretched  upon  a  bed 
Of  ease, — whence  she  shall  never  rise  again  ? 


O  sleep,  that  art  eternal !  Say,  shall  love 
Breathe  like  an  infant  slumbering  at  thy  breast  ? 

Shall  hope  there  cease  to  throb  !  and  shall  the  smart 
Of  things  impossible  at  length  find  rest  ? 

Thou  answerest  not.  The  poppy-heads  above 
Thy  calm  brows  sleep.  How  cold,  how  still  thou  art  ! 

John  Addington  Symonds. 
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leep,  to  whom  pain  is  an  unknown  thing, 
Sleep,  with  whom  no  griefs  dwell, 

Come,  breathing  thy  balmy  spell, 

Come,  wafter  of  peace  to  our  lives,  O  king  ! 
Over  these  eyes  still,  still  hold  thou 
Thy  shimmering  veil  over-drooping  them  now  ! 

Come,  come,  with  healing  under  thy  wing. 

Sophocles,  trs.  A.  S.  Way. 


blegtba  :  Holy  mother,  Mother  Night ! 

Thou  who  sheddest  sleep  on  every  weary  wight, 

Arise  from  Erebus,  arise 
With  plumy  pinions  light : 

Hover  o’er  the  house  of  Atreus,  and  upon  our  aching  eyes, 
Wearied  with  woe, 

With  grief  brought  low, 

Solace  bring  ’mid  miseries — 

Orestes  :  O  soothing  sleep  !  dear  friend  !  best  nurse  of 
sickness. 

How  sweetly  came  you  in  my  hour  of  need. 

Blest  Lethe  of  all  woes,  how  wise  you  are, 

How  worthy  of  the  prayers  of  wretched  men 

Euripides,  trs.  J.  A.  Symonds. 


he  sleeps — sleeps  calm,  O  ye  all  seeing  Gods  ! 
Thus  peacefully  to  yet  let  sinners  sleep, 

While  troubled  innocents  toss,  and  lie  awake, 
What  sweeter  sleep  than  this  could  I  desire, 

For  thee,  my  child,  if  thou  wert  yet  alive  ? 

How  often  have  I  dream’d  of  thee  like  this, 
With  thy  soiled  hunting-coat  and  sandals  torn  ; 
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Asleep  in  the  Arcadian  glens  at  noon, 

Thy  head  droop’d  softly,  and  the  golden  curls 
Clustering  o’er  thy  white  forehead,  like  a  girl’s  ; 

The  short  proud  lip  showing  thy  race,  thy  cheeks 
Brown’d  with  thine  open-air,  free,  hunter’s  life. 

Ah  me  I 

And  where  dost  thou  sleep  now,  my  innocent  boy  ? 

In  some  dark  fir-tree’s  shadow,  amid  rocks 
Untrodden  on  Cyllene’s  desolate  side  ; 

Where  travellers  never  pass,  where  only  come 
Wild  beasts,  and  vultures  sailing  overhead. 

There,  there  thou  liest  now,  my  hapless  child  ! 
Stretch’d  among  briars  and  stones,  the  slow  black  gore 
Oozing  through  thy  soak’d  hunting  shirt,  with  limbs 
Yet  stark  from  the  death  struggle,  tight-clench’d  hands, 
And  eyeballs  staring  for  revenge  in  vain. 

Oh  miserable  ! 

And  thou,  thou  fair-skinn’d  serpent ;  thou  art  laid 
In  a  rich  chamber  on  a  happy  bed, 

In  a  king’s  house,  thy  victim’s  heritage, 

And  drink’st  untroubled  slumber,  to  sleep  off 
The  toils  of  thy  foul  service,  till  thou  wake 
Refresh’d,  and  claim  thy  master’s  thanks  and  gold. — 
Wake  up  in  hell  from  thine  unhallow’d  sleep, 

Thou  smiling  Fiend,  and  claim  thy  guerdon  there  ! 
Wake  amid  gloom,  and  howling,  and  the  noise 
Of  sinners  pinion’d  on  the  torturing  wheel, 

And  the  stanch  Furies’  never  silent  scourge, 

And  bid  the  chief  tormentors  there  provide 
For  a  grand  culprit  shortly  coming  down. 

Go  thou  the  first,  and  usher  in  thy  lord  ! 

A  more  just  stroke  than  that  thou  gav’st  my  son 
Take — (she  is  about  to  strike  when  Areas  enters) 

Matthew  Arnold. 
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hen  taking  wing  from  Athos’  lofty  steep, 

She  speeds  to  Lemnos  o’er  the  rolling  deep, 
And  seeks  the  cave  of  Death’s  half  brother, 
Sleep. 

Sweet  pleasing  Sleep  !  (Saturnia  thus  began) 

Who  spread’st  thy  empire  o’er  each  god  and  man, 

If  e’er  obsequious  to  thy  Juno’s  will, 

O  pow’r  of  slumbers  !  hear,  and  favour  still, 

Shed  thy  soft  dews  on  Jove’s  immortal  eyes, 

While  sunk  in  love’s  entrancing  joys  he  lies, 

A  splendid  footstool,  and  a  throne,  that  shine 
With  gold  unfading,  Somnus,  shall  be  thine  ; 

The  work  of  Vulcan  ;  to  indulge  thy  ease, 

When  wine  and  feasts  thy  golden  humours  please. 
Imperial  dame  (the  balmy  pow’r  replies) 

Great  Saturn’s  heir,  and  empress  of  the  skies  ! 

O’er  other  gods  I  spread  my  easy  chain  ; 

The  sire  of  all,  old  Ocean,  owns  my  reign, 

And  his  hush’d  waves  lie  silent  on  the  main, 

But  how,  unbidden,  shall  I  dare  to  steep 
Jove’s  awful  temples  in  the  dew  of  sleep  ? 

Long  since  too  vent’rous  at  thy  bold  command 
On  those  eternal  lids  I  laid  my  hand  : 

What  time,  deserting  Ilion’s  wasted  plain, 

His  conqu’ring  son  Alcides  plow’d  the  main. 

When  lo  !  the  deeps  arise,  the  tempests  roar, 

And  drive  the  hero  to  the  Coan  shore  ! 

Great  Jove  awaking,  shook  the  blest  abodes 
With  rising  wrath,  and  tumbled  gods  on  gods, 

The  chief  he  sought,  and  from  the  realms  on  high, 

Had  hurl’d  indignant  to  the  nether  sky. 

But  gentle  Night,  to  whom  I  fled  for  aid  ; 

(The  friend  of  earth  and  heaven)  her  wings  display’d. 
Impower’d  the  wrath  of  gods  and  men  to  tame, 

Ev’n  Jove  revered  the  venerable  dame  ! 
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(Hera  wins  his  aid  by  promising  to  give  him  to  wife 
Pasithea,  the  youngest  of  the  Graces) 

Then  swift  as  wind,  o’er  Lemnos,  smoaky  isle, 

They  wing  their  way,  and  Imbrus’  sun-beat  soil, 
Through  air  unseen  involv’d  in  darkness  glide, 

And  light  on  Lectos,  on  the  point  of  Ide. 

(Mother  of  savages,  whose  echoing  hills 
Are  heard  resounding  with  a  hundred  rills) 

Fair  Ida  trembles  underneath  the  god  ! 

Hush’d  are  her  mountains,  and  her  forests  nod, 

There  on  a  fir,  whose  spiry  branches  rise 
To  join  its  summit  to  the  neighb’ring  skies, 

Dark  in  entow’ring  shade,  conceal’d  from  sight, 

Sate  Sleep,  in  likeness  of  the  bird  of  night. 

Homer ,  trs.  Pope. 


THE  STEEDS  OF  night  had  travelled  half  the  sky  ; 

The  drowsy  rowers  on  their  benches  lie  ; 

When  the  soft  god  of  sleep,  with  easy  flight 
Descends,  and  draws  behind  a  trail  of  light. 

Thou,  Palinurus,  art  his  destined  prey  ; 

To  thee  alone  he  takes  his  fatal  way, 

Dire  dreams  to  thee,  and  iron  sleep  he  bears, 

And,  lighting  on  thy  prow,  the  form  of  Phorbas  wears. 
Then,  thus  the  traitor  god  began  his  tale  : 

“The  winds,  my  friend,  inspire  a  pleasing  gale  ; 

The  ships,  without  thy  care  securely  sail. 
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Now  steal  an  hour  of  sweet  repose  ;  and  I 
Will  take  the  rudder,  and  thy  room  supply.” 

To  whom,  the  yawning  pilot,  half  asleep  : 

Me  dost  thou  bid  to  trust  the  treacherous  deep, 

The  harlot-smiles  of  her  dissembling  face, 

And  to  her  faith  commit  the  Trojan  race  : 

Shall  I  believe  the  Siren  South  again, 

And,  oft  betrayed,  not  know  the  monster  main  !  ” 

He  said  :  his  fastened  hands  the  rudder  keeps. 

And  fixed  on  heaven,  his  eyes  repel  invading  sleep  ! 
The  god  was  wroth,  and  at  his  temples  threw 
A  branch  in  Lethe  dipped,  and  drunk  with  Stygian  dew 
The  pilot,  vanquished  by  the  power  Divine, 

Soon  closed  his  swimming  eyes,  and  lay  supine. 

Scarce  were  his  limbs  extended  at  their  length 
The  god,  insulting,  with  superior  strength 
Fell  heavy  on  him,  plunged  him  in  the  sea  ; 

And,  with  the  stern,  the  rudder  tore  away. 

Headlong  he  fell,  and  struggling  in  the  main, 

Cried  out  for  helping  hands,  but  cried  in  vain. 

The  victor  demon  mounts  obscure  in  air  ; 

While  the  ship  sails  without  the  pilot’s  care  ! 

Virgil,  trs.  Dryden. 


dame  iris  takes  her  pall  wherein  a  thousand  colours  were, 
And  bowing  like  a  stringed  bow  upon  a  dowdy  sphere, 
Immediately  descended  to  the  drowzy  house  of  Sleepe, 
Whose  court  the  clowdes  continually  doo  clocely  over- 
creepe. 

Among  the  dark  Cimmerians  is  a  hollow  mountain  found 
And  in  the  hill  a  Cave  that  farre  doth  roune  within  the 
ground, 
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The  chamber  and  the  dwelling  place  where  slouth  sleepe 
dooth  cowtch, 

The  lyght  of  Phoebus’  golden  beams  this  place  can  never 
touch. 

A  foggye  mist  with  dimnesse  next  steames  upward  from 
the  ground. 

And  glimmering  twylight  evermore  within  the  same  is 
found. 

No  watchfull  bird  with  barbie  bill  and  combed  crowne 
dooth  call 

The  morning  forth  with  crowing  out.  There  is  no  noyse 
at  all 

Of  waking  dogge,  nor  gagling  goose,  more  waker  than  the 
hound, 

Too  hinder  sleepe.  Of  beast  ne  wyld  ne  tame  there  is 
no  sound  : 

No  boughes  are  stir’d  with  blastes  of  wynd,  no  noyse  of 
tatling  toong 

Of  man  or  woman  ever  yet  within  that  bower  roong. 

Dumb  quiet  dwelleth  there,  yet  from  the  Roches  foote 
dooth  go 

The  ryver  of  forgetfulnesse,  which  runneth  trickling  so, 

Upon  the  little  pebble  stones,  which  in  the  channel  lye, 

That  unto  sleepe  a  great  deale  more  it  doth  provoke 
thereby. 

Before  the  entry  of  the  Cave,  there  growes  of  Poppye 
store 

With  seeded  heades,  and  other  weedes  innumerable  more, 

Out  of  the  milkie  jewce  of  which  the  night  doth  gather 
sleepes, 

And  over  all  the  shadowed  earth  with  darkish  dew  them 
dreepes. 

Bycause  the  craking  hindges  of  the  doore  no  noyse  should 
make 

There  is  no  doore  in  all  the  house  nor  porter  at  the  gate. 
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Amid  the  Cave,  of  Ebonye  a  bedsted  standeth  bye, 

And  on  the  same  a  bed  of  downe  with  keevering  black 
doth  lye, 

In  which  the  drowzye  god  of  sleepe  his  lither  limbs  dooth 
rest. 

About  him,  forging  sundrye  shapes  as  many  dreams  be 
prest, 

As  eares  of  corne  doo  stand  in  fieldes  in  harvest  time,  or 
leaves 

Doo  grow  on  trees,  or  sea  too  shoore  of  sandye  cinder 
heaves. 

As  soone  as  Iris  came  within  this  house,  and  with  her 
hand 

Had  put  asyde  the  dazeling  dreame  that  in  her  way  did 
stand, 

The  brightnesse  of  her  robe  through  all  the  sacred  house 
did  shine. 

The  God  of  sleepe  scarce  able  for  to  rayse  his  heavy  eyen  ; 

A  three  or  fowre  tymes  at  the  least  did  fall  agenne  to  rest 

And  with  his  nodding  head  did  knocke  his  chinne  against 
his  brest. 

At  length  he  shaking  of  himselfe,  uppon  his  elbowe  leande. 

And  though  he  knew  for  what  shee  came  :  he  askt  her  what 
shee  mean’d. 

O  Sleepe  (quote  shee)  the  rest  of  things,  the  gentlest  of  the 
goddes, 

Sweet  sleepe,  the  peace  of  mynd,  with  whom  crookt  care 
is  aye  at  oddes  : 

Which  cherishest  mennes  weery  limbes  appalled  with 
toyling  sore 

And  makest  them  as  fresh  to  work  and  lusty  as  before, 

Command  a  Dreame  that  in  their  kyndes  can  every  thing 
expresse 

Too  Trachine  Hercles  towne  himselfe  this  instant  to 
addresse. 
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And  let  him  lively  counterfeit  too  Queene  Alcyonea 

The  magic  of  her  husband  who  is  drowned  in  the  sea, 

By  shipwrecke,  Juno  willeth  so.  Hir  message  being  told 

Dame  Iris  went  her  way,  shee  could  hir  eyes  no  longer 
hold 

From  sleepe.  But  when  she  felt  it  come  shee  fled  that 
instant  tyme. 

And  by  the  boawe  that  brought  her  downe  to  heaven  again 
did  clyme. 

Among  a  thousand  sonnes  and  mo  that  father  slumber 
had, 

He  called  up  Morph,  the  feyner  of  mannes  shape,  a  craftye 
lad. 

No  other  could  so  conningly  expresse  man’s  verrye  face, 

His  gesture  and  his  sound  of  voyce  and  manner  of  his 
pace, 

Toogether  with  his  woonted  weede,  and  woonted  phrase 
of  talk. 

And  this  same  Morphye  only  in  the  shape  of  man  dooth 
walk. 

There  is  another  who  the  shapes  of  beast  or  bird  dooth 
take, 

Or  else  appeereth  untoo  men  in  likenesse  of  a  snake. 

The  goddes  doo  call  him  Icilos,  and  mortall  folke  him 
name 

Phobetor.  There  is  also  yet  a  third  who  from  this  same 

Woorkes  diversely,  and  Phantasos  he  highteth.  Intoo 
streames 

This  turnes  himself,  and  intoo  stones,  and  earth  and 
timber  beames, 

And  into  every  other  thing  that  wanteth  life.  Theis 
three 

Great  Kings  and  Capteines  in  the  night  are  wonted  for  to 
see. 

The  meaner  and  inferior  sort  of  others  haunted  bee. 
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Sir  Slumber  overpast  the  rest,  and  of  the  brothers 
all 

Too  doo  Dame  Iris  message  he  did  only  Morphye 
call. 

Which  doone  he  wering  luskish  streight  layd  downe  his 
drowzie  head. 

And  softly  shroonk  his  layzye  limbes  within  his  sluggish 
bed. 

Ovid,  trs.  Arthur  Golding. 


night  is  NOW  yoking  her  horses,  and  the  yellow  stars 
are  following  the  chariot  of  their  mother  in  wanton  dance  ; 
after  them  comes  silent  Sleep  with  sombre  wings  out¬ 
spread  and  black  Dreams  with  dubious  gait. 

Tibullus,  trs.  W.  W.  Kelly. 


i  wole  make  invocation, 

With  special  devocion 
Unto  the  god  of  slepe  anoon, 

That  dwelleth  in  a  cave  of  stoon, 

Upon  a  streme  that  cometh  from  Lete, 

That  is  a  floode  of  hell,  unswete, 

Besyde  a  floke  man  clipeth  Cymerie 
There  slepeth  ay  this  god  unmerie, 

With  his  slepy  thousand  sonnes 
That  alway  for  to  sleep  his  wone  is. 

Chaucer. 
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this  messager  toke  leve  and  wente 
Upon  his  waye  and  never  ne  stente 
Till  he  come  to  the  darke  valeye 
That  stand  betwexe  roches  tweye, 

Ther  never  yet  grew  corne  ne  gras, 

Ne  tre  ne  nought  that  oughte  was, 

Beste  ne  man  ne  nought  elles, 

Save  that  there  were  a  fewe  welles 
Come  rennyng  fro  the  clyffes  adown  ; 

That  made  a  dedely  slepynge  sowne  ; 

And  rounen  downe  ryght  by  a  cave, 

That  was  under  a  rokke  ygrave, 

Amydde  the  valeye,  wonder  depe, 

There  these  goddys  leye  and  slepe, 

Morpheus  and  Eclympasteyre, 

That  was  the  God  of  sleepes  eyre, 

That  slepe,  and  did  noon  other  worke. 

This  cave  was  also  as  derke, 

As  helle  pitte,  over  al  aboute 
They  had  good  leyser  for  to  route 
To  envye  who  myght  slepe  beste. 

Some  henge  her  chinn  upon  hir  breste, 

And  slepte  upryght  hir  bede  yhedde, 

And  some  laye  naked  in  her  bedde, 

And  slepe  whiles  the  dayes  laste. 

Chaucer. 


the  drooping  night  thus  creepeth  on  them  fast, 

And  the  sad  humour  loading  their  eye  liddes 

As  messenger  of  Morpheus  on  them  cast 

Sweet  slumbering  dew,  the  which  to  sleep  them  bids. 
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[  Unto  his  lodgings  then  his  guestes  he  riddes  : 

Where  when  all  drown’d  in  Deadly  sleepe  he  finds, 

[  He  to  his  study  goes,  and  there  amiddes 
[  His  magick  bookes  and  artes  of  sundry  kindes, 

He  seekes  out  nightly  charmes,  to  trouble  sleepy 
mindes. 

•••••••• 

He  making  speedy  way  through  spersed  ayre, 

And  through  the  world  of  waters  wide  and  deepe, 

To  Morpheus  house  doth  hastily  repaire. 

Amid  the  bowels  of  the  earth  full  steepe, 

And  low,  where  dawning  day  doth  never  peepe, 

His  revelling  is  ;  there  Tethys  his  wet  bed 
Doth  ever  wash,  and  Cynthia  still  doth  steepe 
I  In  silver  deaw  his  ever  drooping  hed 
?  While  sad  Night  over  him  her  mantle  black  doth 
spred. 


Whose  double  gates  he  findeth  locked  fast, 

The  one  fair  fram’d  of  burnisht  ivory, 

The  other  all  with  silver  overcast ; 

And  wakefull  dogges  before  them  farre  do  lye, 
Watching  to  banish  care  their  enemy, 

Who  oft  is  wont  to  trouble  gentle  sleepe, 

By  them  the  sprite  doth  pass  in  quietly 
:  And  unto  Morpheus  comes,  whom  drowned  deepe 
i  In  drowsie  fit  he  Andes  :  of  nothing  he  takes  keepe. 


And  more,  to  lulle  him  in  his  slumber  soft, 

A  trickling  streame  from  high  rocke  tumbling  downe, 
And  ever  drizzling  rain  upon  the  loft 
Mixt  with  a  murmuring  winde,  much  like  the  sowne 
Of  swarming  bees,  did  cast  him  in  a  swowne : 
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No  other  noyse,  nor  peoples  troublous 
As  still  are  wont,  t’  annoy  the  walled  towne  ; 

Might  there  be  heard  :  but  carelesse  quiet  lyes 
Wrapt  in  eternall  silence  far  from  enemyes. 

The  messenger  approaching  to  him  spake, 

But  his  wast  wordes  return’d  to  him  in  vaine  : 

So  sound  he  slept,  that  nought  mought  him  awake, 
Then  rudely  he  him  thrust,  and  pusht  with  paine, 
Whereat  began  to  stretch  :  but  he  againe 
Shooke  him  so  hard,  that  forced  him  to  speake, 

As  one  then  in  a  dreame,  whose  dryer  braine 
In  tost  with  troubled  sights  and  fancies  weake, 

He  mumbled  soft,  but  would  not  all  his  silence  breake. 


The  god  obayde,  and  calling  forth  straight  way 
A  diverse  dreame  out  of  his  prison  Darke, 

Delivered  it  to  him,  and  downe  did  lay, 

His  heavie  head,  devoide  of  carefull  carke 

Whose  sences  all  were  straight  denumbed  and  starke. 

He  back  returning  by  the  Yvorie  doore, 

Remounted  up  as  light  as  chearefull  Larke, 

And  on  his  little  winges  the  dreame  he  bore 
In  hast  unto  his  Lord,  where  he  him  left  afore. 

Spenser. 


the  angell  now  no  longer  doth  remayne, 

But  with  his  golden  wings  away  he  flew, 

To  Arabie,  where  in  a  country  playne, 

Far  from  all  villages  and  Cities  view, 

There  lieth  a  dale  with  woods  so  overgrown, 

As  scarce  at  noone  the  daylight  there  is  shown. 
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Amid  this  dark  thicke  wood,  there  is  a  cave, 
Whose  entrance  is  with  Ivie  overspread  ; 

They  have  no  light  within,  nor  none  they  crave, 
Here  Sleepe  doth  couch  his  ever  drowsie  head, 
And  slouth  lyes  by,  that  seems  the  goute  to  have, 
And  Idlenes,  not  so  well  taught  as  fed. 

They  point  Forgetfulnes  the  gate  to  keepe, 

That  none  come  in  nor  out  to  hinder  sleepe. 


She  knowes  no  names  of  men,  nor  none  will  learne, 
Their  messages  she  lists  not  understand, 

She  knows  no  business,  doth  her  concearn, 

Silence  is  sentinell  of  all  this  band, 

And  unto  those  he  comming  doth  discearn, 

To  come  no  neare,  he  beckens  with  his  hand, 

He  treadeth  soft,  his  shoes  are  made  of  felt, 

His  garment  short,  and  girded  with  a  belt. 

Ariosto ,  trs.  J.  Harrington. 


sleep,  next  society  and  true  friendship, 

Man’s  best  contentment,  doth  securely  slip 
His  passions  and  the  world’s  troubles.  Rock  me, 
O  sleep,  wean’d  from  my  dear  friend’s  company, 
In  a  cradle  free  from  Dreams  or  thoughts,  there 
Where  poor  men  lie,  for  Kings  asleep  do  fear. 
Here  Sleeps  House  by  famous  Ariosto, 

By  silver-tongu’d  Ovid,  and  many  more 
Perhaps  by  golden-mouth’d  Spencer  too  pardie. 
Which  builded  was  some  dozen  Stories  high 
I  had  repair’d,  but  that  it  was  so  rotten, 

As  sleep  awak’d  by  Ratts  from  thence  was  gotten  : 
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And  I  will  build  no  new,  for  by  my  will, 

Thy  father’s  house  shall  be  the  fairest  still. 

In  Excester  yet,  methinks,  for  all  their  wit, 

Those  wits  that  say  nothing,  best  describe  it. 
Without  it  there  is  no  sense,  only  in  this 
Sleep  is  unlike  a  long  Parenthesis. 

Donne. 


“  among  the  antique  figures  (at  Florence)  there  is  a 
fine  one  of  Morpheus  in  touchstone.  I  have  always 
observed  that  this  god  is  represented  by  the  ancient 
statuaries  under  the  figure  of  a  boy  asleep,  with  a  bundle 
of  poppies  in  his  hand.  ’Tis  probable  they  chose  to 
represent  the  god  of  Sleep  under  the  figure  of  a  boy, 
contrary  to  all  our  modern  designers,  because  it  is  that 
age  which  hath  its  repose  the  least  broken  by  cares  and 
anxieties.” 

Addison. 


but  sleep  is  kindly  even  in  his  tricks  ;  and  the  poets 
have  treated  him  with  proper  reverence.  According  to 
the  ancient  mythologists  he  had  even  one  of  the  Graces 
to  wife.  He  had  a  thousand  sons,  of  whom  the  chief  were 
Morpheus,  or  the  Shaper  ;  Icelos,  or  the  Likely  ;  Phan- 
tasus,  the  Fancy  ;  and  Phobetor,  the  Terror.  His  dwelling 
some  writers  place  in  a  dull  and  darkling  part  of  the  earth  ; 
others,  with  greater  compliment,  in  heaven ;  and  others, 
with  another  kind  of  propriety,  by  the  sea-shore. 

Leigh  Hunt , 
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as  once  we  met 

Unheedful,  tho’  beneath  a  whispering  rain 
Night  slid  down  one  long  stream  of  sighing  wind 
And  in  her  bosom  bore  the  baby  Sleep. 

Tennyson. 
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hen  Sleep  and  Death,  two  twins  of  winged 
race, 

Of  matchless  swiftness,  but  of  silent  pace, 
-^Receiv’d  Sarpedon,  and  the  god’s  command, 
And  in  a  moment  reached  the  Lycian  land  ; 

The  corse  amidst  his  weeping  friends  they  laid, 

Where  endless  honours  wait  the  Sacred  shade.” 

Homer ,  trs.  Pope. 


pernicious  night,  age-leading  in  her  hand 
Sleep,  Death’s  half-brother  ;  sons  of  gloomy  Night, 
There  hold  they  habitation  ;  Death  and  Sleep, 

Dread  deities,  nor  them  the  shining  Sun, 

E’er  with  his  beam  contemplates,  when  he  climbs 
The  cope  of  heaven,  nor  when  from  heaven  descends. 
Of  these  the  one  glides  o’er  the  gentle  space 
Of  earth  and  broad  expanse  of  ocean  waves, 

Placid  to  man  :  the  other  has  a  heart 
Of  iron  ;  in  his  breast  a  brazen  soul 
Is  bosom’d  ruthless  :  whom  of  men  he  grasps 
Stern  he  retains,  e’en  to  immortal  gods  a  foe. 

Hesiod,  trs.  Elton. 


here  lapped  in  hallowed  slumber  Saon  lies, 
Asleep,  not  dead  ;  a  good  man  never  dies. 

Callimachus ,  trs.  J.  H.  Symonds. 
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the  worst  that  can  befall  thee,  measur’d  right, 
Is  a  sound  Slumber,  and  a  long  goodnight. 

Ev’n  in  their  Sleep,  the  Bodye  wrapt  in  Ease, 
Supremely  lies,  as  in  the  peaceful  grave 
And  wanting  nothing  ;  nothing  can  it  crave, 
Were  that  sound  Sleep  eternal,  it  were  Death. 
Yet  the  first  Atoms,  then,  the  Seeds  of  breath, 
Are  moving  near  to  Sense  ;  we  do  but  shake 
And  rouse  that  Sense,  and  strait  we  are  awake  ; 
Then  Death  to  us,  and  Death’s  anxiety 
Is  less  than  Nothing,  if  a  Less  can  be. 

Lucretius ,  trs.  Dryden. 


“  he  there  does  now  enjoy  eternal  rest 

And  happy  ease  which  thou  dost  want  and  crave. 

Is  not  short  pain  well  borne  that  brings  long  ease 
And  lays  the  soul  to  sleep  in  quiet  grave, 

Sleep  after  toil,  port  after  stormy  seas, 

Ease  after  war,  death  after  life  does  greatly  please.” 

Spenser . 


DROP  GOLDEN  showers,  gentle  sleep  ; 

And  all  the  angels  of  the  night, 

Which  do  us  in  protection  keep, 

Make  this  Queen  Dream  of  delight. 
Morpheus,  be  kind  a  little  and  be 
Death’s  now  true  image,  for  ’twill  prove 
To  this  poor  Queen  that  then  thou  art  he. 
Her  grave  is  made  i’  th’  bed  of  love. 
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Thus  with  sweet  sweets  can  Heaven  mix  gall, 
And  marriage  turn  to  funeral. 

Thomas  Goffe. 


“  we  Terri  SLEEP  A  death,  and  yet  it  is  waking  that  kills 
us,  and  destroys  those  spirits  that  are  the  house  of  life. 
’Tis  indeed  a  part  of  life  that  best  expresseth  death  ;  for 
every  man  truely  lives  so  long  as  he  acts  his  nature,  or 
some  way  makes  good  the  faculties  of  himself.  ...  It 
is  that  death  by  which  we  may  be  literally  said  to  dye 
daily  ;  a  Death  which  Adam  dyed  before  his  mortality  ; 
a  Death  whereby  we  live  a  middle  and  moderating  point 
between  life  and  death  ;  in  fine,  so  like  death,  I  dare  not 
trust  it  without  my  prayers,  and  an  half  adieu  unto  the 
world,  and  take  my  farewell  in  a  Colloquy  with  God.  .  .  . 
This  is  the  dormative  I  take  bedward  ;  I  need  no  other 
Laudanum  than  this  to  make  me  sleep  ;  after  which,  I 
close  mine  eyes  in  security,  content  to  take  my  leave  of 
the  sun,  and  sleep  unto  the  resurrection.” 

Sir  T.  Browtie. 


HERE  she  LIES,  a  pretty  bud, 

Lately  made  of  flesh  and  blood  : 

Who,  as  soone,  fell  fast  asleep, 

As  her  little  eyes  did  peep. 

Give  her  strewings  ;  but  not  stir 
The  earth,  that  lightly  covers  her. 

Herrick. 
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here  a  pretty  Baby  lies 
Sung  asleep  with  Lullabies, 

Pray  be  silent,  and  not  stirre 
Th’  easie  earth  that  covers  her. 

Herrick. 


how  sleep  the  brave,  who  sink  to  rest 
By  all  their  country’s  wishes  bless’d  ! 
When  Spring,  with  dewy  fingers  cold, 
Returns  to  deck  their  hallow’d  mould, 
She  there  shall  dress  a  sweeter  sod 
Than  fancy’s  feet  have  ever  trod. 


By  fairy  hands  their  knell  is  rung  ; 

By  forms  unseen  their  dirge  is  sung, 

There  Honour  comes,  a  pilgrim  gray, 

To  bless  the  turf  that  wraps  their  clay  ; 

And  freedom  shall  a  while  repair, 

To  dwell  a  weeping  hermit  there  ! 

Collins. 


sleeping  at  last,  the  trouble  and  tumult  over, 
Sleeping  at  last,  the  struggle  and  horror  past, 

Cold  and  white,  out  of  sight  of  friend  and  of  lover, 
Sleeping  at  last. 

No  more  a  tired  heart  downcast  or  overcast, 

No  more  pangs  that  wring  or  shifting  fears  that  hover, 
Sleeping  at  last  in  a  dreamless  sleep  locked  fast. 
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Fast  asleep,  singing  birds  in  their  leafy  cover 
Cannot  wake  her,  nor  shake  her  the  gusty  blast. 
Under  the  purple  thyme  and  the  purple  clover 
Sleeping  at  last. 

Christina  Rossetti. 


how  wonderful  is  Death, 

Death  and  his  brother  Sleep. 

One,  pale  as  yonder  waning  moon, 

With  lips  of  lurid  blue  ; 

The  other,  rosy  as  the  morn 
When  throned  on  ocean’s  wave, 

It  blushes  o’er  the  world  : 

Yet  both  so  passing  wonderful. 

Shelley. 


does  the  dark  gate  of  Death 
Conduct  to  thy  mysterious  paradise, 

O  Sleep  ?  Does  the  bright  arch  of  rainbow  clouds, 
And  pendent  mountains  seen  in  the  clear  lake 
Lead  only  to  a  black  and  watery  depth, 

While  death’s  blue  vault  with  loathliest  vapours  hung 
Where  every  shade  which  the  foul  grave  exhales, 
Hides  its  dead  eye  from  the  detested  day, 

Conduct,  O  Sleep,  to  thy  delightful  realms  ? 

Shelley. 

F 
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if  Sleep  and  Death  be  truly  one, 

And  every  spirit’s  folded  bloom 
Thro’  all  its  intervital  gloom 
In  some  long  trance  should  slumber  on  ; 


Unconscious  of  the  sliding  hour, 
Bare  of  the  body,  might  it  last, 
And  silent  traces  of  the  past 
Be  all  the  colour  of  the  flow. 


So  then  were  nothing  lost  to  man  ; 
So  that  still  garden  of  the  souls 
In  many  a  figured  leaf  enrolls 
The  total  world  since  life  began  ; 


And  love  will  last  as  pure  and  whole 
As  when  he  loved  me  here  in  Time, 

And  at  the  spiritual  prime 
Rewaken  with  the  dawning  soul. 

Tennyson. 
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“  Impending  destinies  in  Dreams  to  find  : 
Immur’d  within  the  silent  bower  of  sleep, 
Two  portals  firm  the  various  phantoms  keep  : 
Of  ivory  one  ;  whence  flit  to  mock  the  brain, 

Of  winged  lies  a  light  fantastic  train  : 

The  gate  oppos’d  pellucid  valves  adorn, 

And  columns  fair  incas’d  with  polish’d  horn, 

Where  images  of  truth  for  passage  wait 
With  visions  manifest  of  future  fate.” 

Homer,  trs.  Pope. 


thee  i  invoke,  blest  pow’r  of  dreams  divine, 

Angel  of  future  fates,  swift  wings  are  thine, 

Great  source  of  oracles  to  human  kind 
When  stealing  soft,  and  whisp’ring  to  the  mind 
Thro’  Sleep’s  sweet  silence,  and  the  gloom  of  night, 
Thy  power  awakes  th’  intellectual  sight ; 

To  silent  souls  the  will  of  heaven  relates 
And  silently  reveals  their  future  fates, 

For  ever  friendly  to  the  upright  mind, 

Sacred  and  pure,  to  holy  rites  inclin’d  ; 

For  these  with  pleasing  hope  the  Dreams  inspire 
Bliss  to  anticipate,  which  all  desire. 

Thy  visions  manifest  of  fate  disclose, 

What  methods  best  must  mitigate  our  woes  ; 

Reveal  what  rites  the  gods  immortal  please, 

And  what  the  means  their  anger  to  appease, 

For  ever  tranquil  is  the  good  man’s  end, 

Whose  life  thy  dreams  admonish  and  defend, 

But  from  the  wicked  turn’d,  averse  to  bless, 

Thy  form  unseen,  the  angel  of  distress  ; 
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No  means  to  check  approaching  ill  they  find, 
Pensive  with  fears,  and  to  the  future  blind. 
Come,  blessed  pow’r,  the  signatures  reveal 
Which  heaven’s  decrees  mysteriously  conceal, 
Signs  only  present  to  the  worthy  mind 
Nor  omens  ill  disclose  of  monstrous  kind. 

Orphic  Hymn,  trs.  Thomas  Taylor. 


AND,  while  the  body  of  all  men  is  subject  to  ever-master¬ 
ing  death,  an  image  of  life  (the  soul)  remaineth  alive  ;  for 
it  alone  cometh  from  the  gods.  But  it  sleepeth,  while  the 
limbs  are  active  ;  yet,  to  them  that  sleep,  in  many  a  dream 
it  giveth  presage  of  a  decision  of  things  delightful  or  doleful. 

Pindar,  trs.  Sir  John  Sandys. 


but  DREAM-appearing  mournful  fantasies, 

There  they  stand,  bringing  grace  that’s  vain ; 

For  vain  ’tis,  when  brave  things  one  seems  to  view  ; 
The  fantasy  has  floated  off,  hands  through  ; 

Gone,  that  appearance, — no  wise  left  to  creep, 

On  wings,  the  servants  in  the  paths  of  sleep  ! 

Aeschylus,  trs.  Browning. 


“  a  little  after  appeared  the  Isle  of  Dreams  near  unto 
us,  an  obscure  country,  and  unperspicuous  to  the  eye, 
indeed  with  the  same  quality  as  dreams  themselves  are  ; 
for  as  we  drew,  it  still  gave  back  and  fled  from  us,  that  it 
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seemed  to  be  further  off  than  at  the  first,  but  in  the  end 
we  attained  it  and  entred  the  haven  called  Hypnus,  and 
adjoyned  to  the  gate  of  Ivory,  where  the  Temple  of  Alec- 
tryon  stands,  and  took  land  somewhat  late  in  the  evening. 
Entring  the  gate  we  saw  many  dreams  of  sundry  fashions  ; 
but  I  will  first  tell  you  somewhat  of  the  City,  because  no 
man  else  hath  written  any  description  of  it ;  only  Homer 
hath  toucht  it  a  little  ;  but  to  small  purpose  ;  it  is  round 
about  invironed  with  a  wood,  the  trees  whereof  are  exceed- 
ing  high.  Poppies,  and  Mandragoras,  in  which  an  infinite 
number  of  owles  do  nestle,  and  no  other  birds  to  be  seen 
in  the  Island  ;  near  unto  it  is  a  river  running  called  by 
them  Nyctiporus  and  at  the  gates  are  two  wells,  the  one 
named  Negretus  the  other  Pannychia,  the  wall  of  the  City 
is  high  and  of  a  changeable  colour,  like  unto  the  rainbow  ; 
in  which  are  foure  gates,  though  Homer  speaks  but  of 
two  ;  for  there  are  two  which  look  toward  the  fields  of 
Sloath,  the  one  made  of  iron,  the  other  of  potter’s  clay, 
through  which  those  dreams  have  passage,  that  represent 
fearful,  bloody  and  cruel  matters  ;  the  other  two  behold 
the  haven  of  the  Sea,  of  which  the  one  is  made  of  horn, 
the  other  of  ivory,  which  we  went  in  at.  As  we  entred 
the  City,  on  the  right  hand  stands  the  Temple  of  the 
Night,  whom  with  Alectryon,  they  reverence  above  all 
the  gods  ;  for  he  hath  also  a  Temple  built  for  him,  near 
unto  the  haven  :  on  the  left  hand  stands  the  pallace  of 
Sleep  :  for  he  is  the  Sovereign  King  over  them  all,  and 
hath  deputed  two  great  Princes  to  govern  under  him  namely 
Taraxion  the  son  of  Matregines  and  Putocus  the  son  of 
Phantasion  :  in  the  middest  of  the  market  place  is  a  well, 
by  them  called  Careotis,  and  two  temples  adjoyning,  the 
one  of  falshood,  the  other  of  truth,  which  have  either  of 
them  a  private  bell  peculiar  to  the  Priests,  and  an  Oracle, 
in  which  the  chief  Prophet  is  Antipho  the  interpreter  of 
dreams  ;  who  was  prefer ’d  by  sleep  to  that  place  of  dignity  : 
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these  dreams  are  not  all  alike  either  in  nature,  or  shape : 
for  some  of  them  are  long,  beautiful  and  pleasing,  others 
again  are  as  short  and  deformed  :  some  make  shew  to 
be  of  gold,  and  others  to  be  as  base  and  beggarly  :  some 
of  them  had  wings,  and  were  of  monstrous  forms  ;  others 
set  out  in  pomp,  as  it  were  in  a  triumph,  representing  the 
apparences  of  Kings,  Gods,  and  other  persons ;  many  of 
them  were  of  our  acquaintance,  for  they  had  been  seen 
of  us  before,  which  came  to  us  and  saluted  us  as  their 
old  friends,  and  took  us  and  lull’d  us  asleep,  and  feasted 
us  noble  and  courteously,  promising  beside  all  other 
entertainment  which  was  sumptuous  and  costly,  to  make 
us  kings  and  princes  ;  some  of  them  brought  us  home 
to  our  own  country  to  shew  us  our  friends  there,  and  came 
back  with  us  the  next  morrow  ;  thus  we  spent  thirty  dayes 
and  as  many  nights  among  them,  sleeping  and  feasting  all 
the  while,  untill  a  sudden  clap  of  thunder  awakned  us  all, 
and  we  starting  up,  provided  ourselves  of  victuals,  and 
took  sea  again,  and  on  the  third  day  landed  in  Ogygia.” 

Lucian ,  trs.  Hickes. 


last  night  I  dreamed  a  dream, 

Love  to  my  bed  a  smiling  form  did  bring, 

That  seemed  with  youth  and  beauty  all  agleam. 
Albeit  ’twas  in  a  dream. 


I  pray  thee,  dream,  return — 

I  see  that  winged  vision  in  my  sleep, 

My  thoughts  with  phantoms  of  that  beauty  burn, 
My  weary  heart  that  memory  still  doth  keep. 

Wilt  thou  not  soon  return  ? 

Meleager,  trs.  F.  A,  Wright, 
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SHE  sets  the  town  ablaze  ; 

Each  eager  gallant  flies, 

His  hard  won  treasure  pays 
And  ’Sthenelais  cries  ; 

Nor  seeks  the  price  if  he  may  take 
The  girl  who  soon  his  life  will  break. 


Ah  happier  I  than  they  ! 

No  gold  of  mine  she  took, 

But  with  me  all  night  lay 
Until  the  morning  broke. 

The  dream-god  brought  her  to  my  side 
In  all  the  pomp  of  naked  pride. 


Yes,  then  in  sleep  revealed 
She  gave  me  joys  unbought, 

My  bed  did  pleasure  yield 

Which  prayers  in  vain  besought. 

Vainly  do  lovers  moan  and  sigh — 

A  dream  can  heal  their  agony. 

Meleager,  trs.  F.  A.  Wright. 


and  lastly,  when  the  eyes  with  Sleep  oppress’d 
And  all  the  body  lies  dissolv’d  in  Rest ; 

The  Members  seem  awake,  and  vig’rous  still ; 
Now  o’er  a  Plain,  now  Flood,  or  shady  Hill, 
They  seem  to  move  ;  and,  ev’n  in  darkest  Night 
They  think  they  see  the  Sun  diffuse  his  light. 
They  see  him  chace  the  frighted  shades  away, 
And  clear  a  passage  for  approaching  day. 
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They  seem  to  hear  a  Voice,  tho’  all  around 
Deep  silence  stands  nor  bears  the  weakest  sound. 
Ten  thousand  such  appear  ;  ten  thousand  foes 
To  certainty  of  Sense,  and  all  oppose 
In  vain  :  not  sense,  but  Judgment  ’tis  mistakes, 
And  fancy’d  Things  for  real  Objects  takes. 


Thus  often  while  the  Body  lies  oppress’d 
With  heavy  Sleep,  the  Mind  seems  loos’d  from  Rest 
Because  those  Images  do  strike,  and  shake 
The  airy  Soul,  as  when  we  were  awake  : 

The  stroke’s  so  lively,  that  we  think  we  view 
The  absent  Dead,  and  think  the  Image  true  : 

This  Cheat  must  be,  because  the  sense  is  gone, 
Bound  up  by  Sleep  ;  for  by  the  sense  alone, 

Fancy’d  from  real,  true  from  false  is  known. 

Besides  the  Memory  sleeps,  and  Rest  does  seize 
That  ruling  Pow’r,  and  charms  it  into  Ease  ; 

It  lies  unactive,  dull,  nor  can  controul 
The  Errors  of  the  Mind  ;  nor  tell  the  Soul 
That  they  are  dead,  whom  her  vain  Thoughts  believe 
From  cheating  Images,  to  see  alive. 


When  the  divided  Soul  flies,  part  abroad, 

And  part,  oppress’d  with  an  unusual  Load, 

Retiring  backward,  closely  lurks  within, 

Then  Sleep  comes  on,  and  Slumbers  then  begin. 

For  then  the  Limbs  grow  weak,  soft  Rest  does  seize 
On  all  the  Nerves  :  they  lie  dissolved  in  ease, 

For  since  Sense  rises  from  the  Mind  alone, 

And  all  the  Sense  is  lost,  as  Sleep  comes  on  ; 

Since  heavy  Sleep  can  stop,  dull  Rest  controul 
The  sense,  it  must  divide,  and  break  the  Soul : 
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Some  Parts  must  fly  away,  but  some  must  keep 
Their  Seats  within  ;  else  ’twould  be  Death,  not  sleep. 
For  then  no  subtile  Atoms  of  the  Mind, 

No  little  Substance  would  be  left  behind 
As  Sparks  in  Ashes,  which  might  well  compose, 

The  sense  restor’d,  as  Flames  arise  from  those. 


But  more,  what  Studies  please,  what  most  delight, 

And  fill  men’s  thoughts,  they  dream  them  o’er  at  Night. 
The  Lawyers  plead,  make  Laws,  the  Soldiers  fight. 

The  Merchants  dream  of  Storms,  they  hear  them  roar, 
And  often  shipwrack’d,  leap,  or  swim  to  shore. 

I  think  of  Nature’s  powrs,  my  mind  pursues 
Her  works  ;  and,  ev’n  in  Sleep,  invokes  a  Muse. 

And  often  Hounds  when  Sleep  has  clos’d  their  Eyes, 
Will  toss  and  tumble,  and  attempt  to  rise  : 

They  open  often,  often  snuff  the  Air 

As  if  they  pressed  the  Footsteps  of  the  Deer, 

And,  sometimes  wak’d,  pursue  their  fansy’d  prey, 

The  fansy’d  Deer,  that  seems  to  run  away 
Till,  quite  awak’d  the  follow’d  Shapes  Decay. 

And  softer  Curs,  that  lie  and  sleep  at  home, 

Will  often  rouse,  and  walk  about  the  Room, 

And  bark,  as  if  they  saw  some  strangers  come. 

Lucretius ,  trs.  Creech. 


two  gates  the  silent  house  of  Sleep  adorn  ; 

Of  polished  ivory  this,  that  of  transparent  horn  ; 
True  visions  through  transparent  horn  arise  ; 
Through  polished  ivory  pass  deluding  lies. 

Virgil,  trs.  Dryden. 
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NOW,  YOU  see  that  nothing  is  so  like  to  Death  as  sleep. 
And  yet  the  minds  of  them  that  are  asleep  do  greatly  declare 
their  divinity  ;  for  when  they  be  at  quietness  and  rest 
and  with  no  careful  cogitations  overwhelmed,  they  do 
forsee  many  things  to  come,  whereby  it  may  plainly  be 
perceived  how  and  in  what  happy  state  they  shall  be, 
when  they  be  dismissed  and  discharged  out  of  their  dungeon 
or  gaol  of  their  mortal  bodies. 

Cicero,  trs.  Thos.  Newton . 


it  is  commonly  seen  that  our  cogitations  and  talk  do 
represent  and  cause  some  such  thing  in  our  sleep,  as 
Ennius  writeth  of  Homer,  that  is  to  say,  such  as  the  mind 
waking  used  oftenest  to  think  on. 

Cicero,  trs.  Thos.  Newton. 


it  IS  not  the  shrines  of  the  Gods,  nor  the  powers  of 
the  air  that  send  the  Dreams  which  mock  the  mind  with 
flitting  shadows  ;  each  man  makes  dreams  for  himself. 
For  when  rest  lies  about  the  limbs  subdued  by  sleep,  and 
the  mind  plays  with  no  weight  upon  it,  it  pursues  in  the 
darkness  whatever  was  its  task  by  daylight.  The  man  who 
makes  towns  tremble  in  war,  and  overwhelms  unhappy 
cities  in  flames,  sees  arms,  and  routed  hosts,  and  the 
deaths  of  Kings,  and  plains  streaming  with  outpoured 
blood.  They  whose  life  is  to  plead  cases  have  statutes 
and  the  courts  before  their  eyes,  and  look  with  terror 
upon  the  judgment  seat  surrounded  by  a  throng.  The 
miser  hides  his  gains  and  discovers  buried  treasure.  The 
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hunter  shakes  the  woods  with  his  pack.  The  sailor 
snatches  his  shipwrecked  bark  from  the  waves,  or  grips 
it  in  Death  agony.  The  woman  writes  to  her  lover,  the 
adulteress  yields  herself :  and  the  dog  follows  the  track 
of  the  hare  as  he  sleeps.  The  wounds  of  the  unhappy 
endure  into  the  night  season. 

Petronius,  trs.  Michael  Heseltine. 


chaunticleer  dreams  a  dreadful  dream  of  the  fox,  which 
he  relates  to  his  mate.  Pertelote  replies  as  follows  : — 

allas  !  and  conne  ye  been  agast  of  swevenis  ? 
No-thing  God  wot,  but  vanitie,  in  sweven  is. 
Swevenis  engendren  of  replecciouns 
And  ofte  of  fume,  and  of  complecciouns, 

When  humours  been  to  habundant  in  a  wight 

Certes  this  dream,  which  ye  have  met  to  night, 

Cometh  of  the  grete  superfluitee 

Of  youre  rede  colera,  pardee 

Which  causeth  folk  to  dreden  in  here  dremes 

Of  armes,  and  of  fyr  with  rede  lemes, 

Of  grete  bestes,  that  they  wol  hem  byte. 

Of  contex,  and  of  whelpes  grete  and  lyte  ; 

Right  as  the  humour  of  malencholye 
Causeth  ful  many  a  man  in  sleep  to  crye 
For  fear  of  blake  beres,  or  boles  blake, 

Or  elles,  blake  develes  wole  hem  take 
Of  other  humours  coude  I  telle  also, 

That  werken  many  a  man  in  sleepful  wo  ; 

And  I  wol  passe  as  lightly  as  I  can. 

Catoun,  which  that  was  so  wys  a  man, 

Seyde  he  not  thus,  ne  do  no  fors  of  dremes. 
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(Pertelote  wishes  to  purge  his  humours  by  herbal  draughts. 
Chaunticleer ,  offended  at  this  material  interpretation  of  his 
dreams,  relates  stories  of  revelation  in  dreams.) 

“  Madame  ”  quod  he  “  grant  mercy  of  your  lore, 
But  natheless,  as  touching  Daun  Catoun 
That  hath  of  wisdom  such  a  greet  renoun, 

Though  that  he  bad  no  dremes  for  to  drede 
By  God,  men  may  in  olde  bokes  rede 
Of  many  a  man,  more  of  auctoritee 
Then  ever  Catoun  was,  so  mote  I  thee, 

That  al  the  revers  seyn  of  his  sentence, 

And  have  well  founden  by  experience, 

That  dremes  ben  significaciouns, 

As  wel  of  Joye  as  tribulationus 
That  folk  enduren  in  this  lyf  present. 

Ther  nedeth  make  of  this  noon  argument 
The  Verray  preve  sheweth  it  in  dede  ! 

{lie  tells  of  the  old  Latin  works  on  divination  by  dreams.) 

Shortly  I  saye,  as  for  conclusioun 
That  I  shal  hav  of  this  avisioun 
Adversitie  ;  and  I  seye  farther-more 
That  I  ne  telle  of  laxatives  no  store, 

For  they  ben  venimous,  I  wote  it  wel  ; 

Them  I  defye,  I  love  hem  never  a  del.” 

Chaucer. 


god  turn  now  every  dreme  to  goode, 
For  it  is  wonder  thing,  be  the  roode, 
To  my  wytte,  what  causeth  swevenes 
Eyther  on  morwes  or  on  evenes  ; 
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And  why  th’  effecte,  folweth  of  somme 
And  of  somme  that  shal  never  come, 

Why  this  is  an  avision, 

And  why  this  a  revelation  : 

Why  this  a  Dream,  why  that  a  swevene, 
And  might  to  every  man  lyche  evene, 

Why  this  a  fantome,  why  these  oracles 
I  wot  not. 

Chaucer. 


Morpheus,  the  lively  son  of  deathly  Sleep, 

Witness  of  life  to  them  that  living  die, 

A  prophet  oft,  and  oft  an  history 
A  poet  eke,  as  humours  fly  or  creep  : 

Since  thou  in  me  so  sure  a  power  dost  keep. 

That  never  I  with  closed-up  sense  do  lie 
But  by  thy  work  my  Stella  I  descry. 

Teaching  blind  eyes  both  how  to  smile  and  weep, 
Vouchsafe  of  all  acquaintance,  this  to  tell 
Whence  hast  thou,  ivory,  rubies,  pearl  and  gold, 
To  show  her  skin,  lips,  teeth  and  head  so  well. 
Fool  !  answers  he  :  no  Indes  such  treasure  hold 
But  from  thy  heart,  while  my  sire  charmeth  thee. 
Sweet  Stella’s  image  I  do  steal  to  me. 

Sidney. 


this  night,  while  sleep  begins  with  heavy  wings 
To  hatch  mine  eyes  and  that  unbitted  thought 
Doth  fall  to  stray  :  and  my  chief  powers  are  brought 
To  leave  the  sceptre  of  all  subject  things  ; 
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The  first  that  straight  my  fancy’s  error  brings 
Unto  my  mind  is  Stella’s  image  wrought 
By  Love’s  own  self,  but  with  so  curious  drought 
That  she,  methink,  not  only  shines  but  sings. 

I  start,  look,  hark,  but  what  in  closed-up  sense 
Was  held,  in  open  sense  it  flies  away 
Leaving  me  nought  but  wailing  eloquence. 

I  seeing  better  sighs  in  sight’s  decay, 

Cull’d  it  anew,  and  wooed  Sleep  again  : 

But  him,  her  host,  that  unkind  quest  had  slain. 

Sidney. 


when  MOST  I  wink,  then  do  mine  eyes  best  see. 

For  all  the  day  they  view  things  unrespected  ; 

But  when  I  sleep,  in  dreams  they  look  on  thee, 

And  darkly  bright  are  bright  in  dark  directed. 

Then  thou,  whose  shadow  shadows  doth  make  bright, 
How  would  thy  shadow’s  form  form  happy  show 
To  the  clear  day  with  thy  much  clearer  light, 

When  to  unseeing  eyes  thy  shade  shines  so  ? 


How  would,  I  say,  mine  eyes  be  blessed  made 
By  looking  on  thee  in  the  living  day, 

When  in  dead  night  thy  fair  imperfect  shade 
Through  heavy  sleep  on  sightless  eyes  doth  stay  ? 

All  days  are  nights  to  see,  till  I  see  thee, 

And  nights  bright  days,  when  dreams  do  show  me 
thee. 
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sleep  !  sleep  !  mine  only  jewel ; 

Much  more  thou  didst  delight  me, 

Than  my  beloved,  too  cruel, 

That  hid  her  face  to  spite  me. 

Thou  bringst  her  home  full  nigh  me  ! 

While  she  so  fast  did  fly  me. 

By  thy  means  I  behold  those  eyes  so  shining 
Long  time  absented,  that  look  so  mild  appeased 
Thus  is  my  grief  declining  ; 

Thou,  in  thy  dreams,  dost  make  desire  well  pleased. 
Sleep,  if  thou  be  like  Death,  as  thou  art  feigned, 

A  happy  life  by  such  a  death  were  gained. 

Nicholas  Yonge. 


the  IVORY,  coral,  gold, 

Of  breast,  of  lip,  of  hair. 

So  lively  sleep  doth  show  to  inward  sight 
That  wake  I  think  I  hold 
No  shadow,  but  my  fair 
Myself  I  so  deceive. 

With  long-shut  eyes,  I  shun  the  irksome  light, 
Such  pleasure  here  I  have 
Delighting  in  false  gleams, 

If  Death  Sleep’s  brother  be. 

And  souls  bereft  of  sense  have  so  sweet  dreams, 

But  could  I  wish  thus  still  to  dream  and  die  ! 

Drummond  of  Ilawthornden. 
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deare  love,  for  nothing  lesse  than  thee 
Would  I  have  broke  this  happy  dreame, 

It  was  a  theame 

For  reason,  much  too  strong  for  phantasie, 
Therefore  thou  waked ’st  me  wisely  ;  yet 
My  Dreame  thou  brok’st  not,  but  continued’st  it. 
Thou  art  so  truth,  that  thoughts  of  thee  suffice, 

To  make  Dreames  truths  ;  and  fables  histories ; 
Enter  these  armes,  for  since  thou  thought ’st  it  best 
Not  to  dreame  all  my  dreame,  let’s  act  the  rest. 


As  lightning,  or  a  Tapers  light 

Thine  eyes,  and  not  thy  noise  wak’d  mee  ; 

Yet  I  thought  thee 

(For  thou  lovest  truth)  an  Angell,  at  first  sight. 

But  when  I  saw  thou  sawest  my  heart, 

And  knew’st  my  thoughts,  beyond  an  Angel’s  art, 

When  thou  knew’st  what  I  dreamt,  when  thou  knew’st  when 
Excesse  of  joy  would  wake  me,  and  cam’st  then 
I  must  confesse,  it  could  not  choose  but  bee 
Prophane,  to  think  thee  anything  but  thee. 


Comming,  and  staying  show’d  thee,  thee 
But  rising  makes  me  doubt  that  now 
Thou  art  not  thou 

That  love  is  weake,  where  fear’s  as  strong  as  hee, 
’Tis  not  all  spirit,  pure  and  brave, 

If  mixture  it  of  Fear,  Shame,  Honor,  have 
Perchance  as  torches  which  must  ready  bee, 

Men  light  and  put  out,  so  thou  deal’st  with  mee, 
Thou  cam’st  to  kindle,  goest  to  come  ;  Then  I 
Will  dreame  that  hope  againe,  but  else  would  die. 

Donne. 
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and  yet  as  angels  in  some  brighter  dreams 
Call  to  the  soul,  when  man  doth  sleep  : 

So  some  strange  thoughts  transcend  our  wonted  themes 
And  into  glory  peep. 

Vaughan. 


A  magic,  at  this  planetary  hour, 

When  slumber  locks  the  gen’ral  lip,  and  Dreams 
Through  senseless  mazes  hunt  souls  uninspired. 

Young. 


tis  past  conjecture  ;  all  things  rise  in  proof. 

While  o’er  my  limbs  sleep’s  soft  dominion  spreads, 
What  though  my  soul  fantastic  measures  trod 
O’er  fairy  fields  ;  or  mourned  along  the  gloom 
Of  pathless  woods  ;  or  down  the  craggy  steep 
Hurled  headlong,  swam  with  pain  the  mantled  port 
Or  scaled  the  cliff ;  or  danced  on  hollow  wings 
With  antic  shapes,  wild  natives  of  the  brain, 

Her  ceaseless  flight,  though  devious  speaks  her  nature 
Of  subtler  essence  than  the  trodden  clod  ; 

Active  aerial,  towering  unconfined, 

Unfettered  with  her  gross  Companions  fall 
Even  silent  night  proclaims  my  soul  immortal  : 

Even  silent  night  proclaims  eternal  day. 

For  human  weal,  Heaven  husbands  all  events  : 

Dull  sleep  instructs,  nor  sport  vain  Dreams  in  vain. 

Young. 
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night  visions  may  befriend  (as  sung  above) 

Our  waking  dreams  are  fatal.  How  I  dream ’d 
Of  things  impossible  !  (Could  sleep  do  more  ? ) 

Young. 


awake,  awake,  my  little  boy  ! 

Thou  wast  thy  mother’s  only  joy, 

Why  dost  thou  weep  in  thy  gentle  sleep  ? 
Awake  !  thy  father  does  thee  keep. 


O,  what  land  is  the  Land  of  Dreams  ? 

What  are  its  mountains,  and  what  are  its  streams  r 
O  father  !  I  saw  my  mother  there, 

Among  the  lilies  by  waters  fair. 


Among  the  lambs,  clothed  in  white, 

She  walk’d  with  her  Thomas  in  sweet  delight, 
I  wept  for  joy,  like  a  dove  I  mourn, 

O  !  when  shall  I  again  return  ? 


Dear  child,  I  also  by  pleasant  streams, 

Have  wander’d  all  Night  in  the  Land  of  Dreams, 
But  tho’  calm  and  warm  the  waters  wide, 

I  could  not  get  to  the  other  side. 

Father,  O  father  !  what  do  we  here 
In  this  land  of  unbelief  and  fear  ? 

The  Land  of  Dreams  is  batter  far 
Above  the  light  of  the  Mbrning  Star. 


Blake. 
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I  know  where  the  winged  visions  dwell 
That  around  the  night  bed  play  ; 

I  know  each  herb  and  flower’s  bell, 

Where  they  hide  their  wings  by  day. 

Then  haste,  we,  maid, 

To  twine  our  braid, 

To-morrow  the  Dreams  and  flowers  will  fade. 


The  image  of  love,  that  nightly  flies 
To  visit  the  bashful  maid,  that  sighs 
Steals  from  the  Jasmine  flower,  in  the  shade, 
Its  soul,  like  her, 

The  hope,  in  dreams,  of  a  happier  hour 
That  alights  on  misery’s  brow, 

Springs  out  of  the  silvery  almond  flower, 
That  blooms  on  a  leafless  bough. 

Then  haste  we,  maid, 

To  twine  our  braid, 

To-morrow  the  Dream  of  flowers  will  fade. 


No  sooner  was  the  flowery  crown 
Plac’d  on  her  head,  than  sleep  came  down, 
Gently  as  nights  of  summer  fall, 

Upon  the  lids  of  Nourmahal  ; 

And  suddenly  a  tuneful  breeze 
As  full  of  small  rich  harmones 
As  ever  wind,  that  o’er  the  tents 
Of  Azal  blew,  was  full  of  scents, 

Steals  on  her  ears  and  floats  and  swells, 

Like  the  first  air  of  morning  creeping 
Into  those  wreathy  Red-Sea  shells, 

Where  Love  himself  of  old  lay  sleeping. 

T.  Moore. 
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if  i  had  but  two  little  wings, 

And  were  a  little  feathery  bird, 

To  you  I’d  fly,  my  dear  ! 

But  thoughts  like  these  are  idle  things, 
And  I  stay  here. 

But  in  my  sleep  to  you  I  fly  ; 

I’m  always  with  you  in  my  sleep  ! 

The  world  is  all  one’s  own, 


But  then  one  wakes,  and  where 


All,  all  alone. 

Sleep  stays  not,  though  a  monarch  bids, 
So  I  love  to  wake  ere  break  of  day  ; 

For  though  my  sleep  be  gone, 

Yet,  while  ’tis  Dark,  one  shuts  one’s  lids, 


And  still  Dreams  on. 


Coleridge 


some  say  that  gleams  of  a  remoter  world 
Visit  the  soul  in  sleep, — that  death  is  slumber, 
And  that  its  shapes  the  busy  thoughts  outnumber 
Of  those  who  wake  and  live. 


Shelley 


deep  slumber  fell  on  me  ; — my  dreams  were  fire, 
Soft  and  delightful  thoughts  did  rest  and  hover 
Like  shadows  o’er  my  brain  ;  and  strange  desire, 
The  tempest  of  a  passion,  raging  over 
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My  tranquil  soul,  its  depths  with  light  did  cover. 
Which  past ;  and  calm  and  darkness,  sweeter  far, 

Came  then  I  loved  ;  but  not  a  human  lover, 

For  when  I  rose  from  sleep,  the  Morning  Star 
Shone  through  the  woodbine  wreaths  which  round  my 
casement  were. 

Shelley. 


“  the  voice  of  the  Spirits  of  Air  and  of  Earth 
Have  drawn  back  the  figured  curtain  of  sleep, 
Which  covered  our  being  and  darkened  our  birth 
In  the  deep.” 


— “  In  the  deep  ?  ” 

— “  Oh  !  below  the  deep  ” 

“  A  hundred  ages  we  had  been  kept 
Cradled  in  visions  of  hate  and  care, 

And  each  one  who  waked  as  his  brother  slept 
Found  the  truth — ” 

“  Worse  than  his  visions  were  ” 


“  We  have  heard  the  lute  of  Hope  in  Sleep  ! 

We  have  known  the  voice  of  Love  in  dreams, 

We  have  felt  the  wand  of  Power,  and  leap — ” 

“  As  the  billows  leap  in  the  morning  beams  !  ” 

Shelley. 
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I  spin  beneath  my  pyramid  of  night, 

Which  points  into  the  Heavens  dreaming  delight, 
Murmuring  victorious  joys  in  my  enchanted  sleep  ; 

As  a  youth  lulled  in  love-dreams  faintly  sighing, 

Under  the  shadow  of  his  beauty  lying, 

Which  round  his  rest  a  watch  of  light  and  warmth  doth  keep. 

Shelley. 


vaporous,  unaccountable, 

Dream  world  lies  forlorn  of  light, 
Hollow  like  a  breathing  shell, 

Ah  !  that  from  all  dreams  I  might 
Choose  one  dream  and  guide  its  flight  ! 
I  know  well 

What  her  sleep  should  tell  to-night. 


There  the  Dreams  are  multitudes  : 

Some  that  will  not  wait  for  sleep, 
Deep  within  the  August  woods  ; 

Some  that  hum  while  rest  may  steep 
Weary  labour  laid  a-heap, 

Interludes, 

Some,  of  grievous  moods  that  weep. 


Poets’  fancies  all  are  there  : 

There  the  elf  girls  flood  with  wings 
Valleys  full  of  plaintive  air  ; 

There  breathe  perfumes  ;  there  in  rings 
Whirl  the  foam-bewildered  springs  ; 
Siren  there 

Winds  her  dizzy  hair  and  sings. 
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PERCHANCE  this  sleep  that  shutteth  out  the  dreary 
Earth  sounds  and  motions,  opens  on  thy  soul 
High  Dreams  on  fire  with  God, 

High  songs  that  make  the  pathways  where  they  roll 
More  bright  than  stars  to  theirs  ;  and  visions  new 
Of  their  eternal  Nature’s  old  abode. 

Suffer  this  Mother’s  kiss, 

Best  thing  that  earthly  is 
To  glide  the  music  and  the  glory  through, 

Nor  narrow  in  thy  dream,  the  broad  upliftings 
Of  any  seraph  wing. 

Thus  noiseless,  thus,  Sleep,  Sleep  my  Dreaming  One. 

E.  B.  Browning. 


young  LOVE  lies  sleeping 
In  May  time  of  the  year, 

Among  the  lilies, 

Lapped  in  the  tender  light : 

White  lambs  come  grazing, 

White  doves  come  building  there  ; 
And  round  about  them 

The  May-bushes  are  white. 


Soft  moss  the  pillow 
For  oh  a  softer  cheek, 

Broad  leaves  cast  shadow 
Upon  the  heavy  eyes  : 

There  winds  and  waters 

Grow  lulled  and  scarcely  speak ; 
There  twilight  lingers 
The  longest  in  the  sky. 
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Young  Love  lies  dreaming ; 

But  who  shall  let  thee  dream  ? 
A  perfect  sunlight 

On  rustling  forest  tips  ; 

Or  perfect  moonlight 
Upon  a  rippling  stream  ; 

Or  perfect  silence, 

Or  song  of  cherished  lips. 


Burn  odours  round  him 
To  fill  the  drowsy  air  ; 
Weave  silent  dances 

Around  him  to  and  fro  ; 
For  oh  in  waking 

The  sights  are  not  so  fair, 
And  song  and  silence 
Are  not  like  these  below. 


Young  Love  lies  dreaming 

Till  summer  days  are  gone  ; — 
Dreaming  and  drowsing 
Away  to  perfect  sleep  : 

He  sees  the  beauty 

Sun  hath  not  looked  upon, 
And  tastes  the  fountain 
Unutterably  deep. 


Him  perfect  music 

Doth  hush  unto  his  rest, 
And  through  the  pauses 
The  perfect  silence  calms  : 
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Oh,  poor  the  voices 

Of  Earth  from  East  to  West, 
And  poor  Earth’s  stillness 
Between  her  stately  palms. 


Young  Love  lies  dreaming 
Away  to  poppied  Death  ; 
Cool  shadows  deepen 
Across  the  sleeping  face  : 

So  fails  the  summer 
With  warm  delicious  breath  ; 
And  what  hath  Autumn 
To  give  us  in  its  place  ? 


Draw  close  the  curtains, 

Of  branched  evergreen  ; 

Change  cannot  touch  them 
With  fading  fingers  sere  : 

Here  the  first  violets 

Perhaps  will  bud  unseen, 

And  above,  may  be, 

Return  to  nestle  here. 

Christina  Rossetti. 


i  dream  of  you,  to  wake  :  would  that  I  might 
Dream  of  you  and  not  wake  but  slumber  on  ; 

Nor  find  with  dreams  the  dear  companion  gone, 

As  Summer  ended,  Summer  birds  take  flight. 

In  happy  Dreams  I  hold  you  full  in  sight, 

I  blush  again  who  waking  look  so  wan  ;  ' / 
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Brighter  than  sunniest  day  that  ever  shone 
In  happy  dreams  your  smile  makes  day  of  night, 
Thus  only  in  a  dream  we  are  at  one, 

Thus  only  in  a  dream  we  give  and  take 
The  faith  that  maketh  rich  who  take  or  give  ; 
If  thus  to  sleep  is  sweeter  than  to  wake, 

To  die  were  surely  sweeter  than  to  live, 
Though  there  be  nothing  new  beneath  the  sun. 

Christina  Rossetti. 


and  voices  in  the  distance  calling  to  me 
And  in  my  vision  bidding  me  dream  on, 

Like  sounds  without  the  twilight  realm  of  dreams, 
Which  wander  round  the  bases  of  the  hills, 

And  murmur  at  the  low-dropt  eaves  of  sleep, 
Half-entering  the  portals. 

Tennyson. 


i  saw  my  soul  at  rest  upon  a  day 

As  a  bird  sleeping  in  the  nest  of  night, 

Among  soft  leaves  that  give  the  starlight  way 
To  touch  its  wings  but  not  its  eyes  with  light, 
So  that  it  knew  as  one  in  visions  may 
And  knew  not  as  men  waking,  of  delight. 


This  was  the  measure  of  my  soul’s  delight ; 
It  had  no  power  of  joy  to  fly  by  day, 
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Nor  part  in  the  large  lordship  of  the  light ; 

But  in  a  secret  moon-beholden  way 
Had  all  its  will  of  dreams  and  pleasant  night, 
And  all  the  love  and  life  that  sleepers  may. 


But  such  life’s  triumph  as  men  waking  may 
It  might  not  have  to  feed  its  faint  delight 
Between  the  stars  by  night  and  sun  by  day, 
Shut  up  with  green  leaves  and  a  little  light ; 
Because  its  way  was  as  a  lost  star’s  way, 

A  world’s  not  wholly  known  of  day  or  night. 


All  loves  and  dreams  and  sounds  and  gleams  of  night 
Made  it  all  music  that  such  minstrels  may, 

And  all  they  had  they  gave  it  of  delight, 

But  in  the  full  face  of  the  fire  of  day 
What  place  shall  be  for  any  starry  light, 

What  part  of  heaven  in  all  the  wide  sun’s  way  ? 


Yet  the  soul  woke  not,  sleeping  by  the  way, 
Watched  as  a  nursling  of  the  large-eyed  night, 
And  sought  no  strength  nor  knowledge  of  the  day, 
Nor  closer  touch  conclusive  of  delight, 

Nor  mightier  joy  nor  truer  than  dreamers  may, 
Nor  more  of  song  than  they,  nor  more  of  light. 


For  who  sleeps  once  and  sees  the  secret  light 
Whereby  sleep  shows  the  soul  a  fairer  way 
Between  the  rise  and  rest  of  day  and  night, 
Shall  care  no  more  to  fare  as  all  men  may 
But  be  his  place  of  pain  or  of  delight 
There  shall  he  dwell,  beholding  night  as  day. 
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Song  have  thy  day,  and  take  thy  full  of  light 
Before  the  night  be  fallen  across  thy  way, 

Sing  while  he  may,  man  hath  no  long  delight. 

Swinburne. 


i  hid  my  heart  in  a  nest  of  roses, 

Out  of  the  sun’s  way,  hidden  apart ; 

In  a  softer  bed  than  the  soft  white  snow  is, 
Under  the  roses  I  hid  my  heart, 

Why  would  it  sleep  not  ?  Why  should  it  start, 
When  never  a  leaf  of  the  rose-tree  stirred  ? 
What  made  sleep  flutter  his  wings  and  part  ? 
Only  the  song  of  a  secret  bird. 


Lie  still,  I  said,  for  the  wind’s  wing  closes, 

And  wild  leaves  muffle  the  keen  sun’s  dart, 

Lie  still,  for  the  wind  on  the  warm  sea  dozes, 

And  the  wind  is  unquieter  yet  than  thou  art, 

Does  a  thought  in  thee  still  as  a  thorn’s  wound  smart  ? 
Does  the  fang  still  fret  thee  of  hope  deferr’d  ? 

What  bids  the  lids  of  thy  sleep  depart  ? 

Only  the  song  of  a  secret  bird. 


The  green  land’s  name  that  a  charm  encloses, 

It  never  was  writ  in  the  traveller’s  chart, 

And  sweet  on  its  trees  as  the  fruit  that  grows  is 
It  never  was  sold  in  the  merchant’s  mart. 

The  swallows  of  dreams  through  its  dim  fields  dart, 
And  sleep’s  are  the  tunes  in  its  tree-tops  heard  ; 

No  hound’s  note  wakens  the  wildwood  hart. 

Only  the  song  of  a  secret  bird. 
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Envoi. 

In  the  world  of  dreams  I  have  chosen  my  part, 

To  sleep  for  a  season  and  hear  no  word 
Of  true  love’s  truth  or  of  light  love’s  art, 

Only  the  song  of  a  secret  bird. 

Swinburne. 


i  must  think  of  thee  ;  and,  tired  yesterday, 

I  shun  the  love  that  lurks  in  all  delight — 

The  love  of  thee — and  in  the  blue  Heaven’s  height, 
And  in  the  dearest  passage  of  a  song. 

Oh,  put  beyond  the  sweetest  thoughts  that  throng 
This  breast,  the  thought  of  thee  waits  hidden  yet  bright, 
But  it  must  never,  never  come  in  sight ; 

I  must  stop  short  of  thee  the  whole  day  long. 


But  when  sleep  comes  to  close  each  difficult  day, 
When  night  gives  pause  to  the  long  watch  I  keep, 
And  all  my  bounds  I  need  must  loose  apart, 

Must  doff  my  will  as  raiment  laid  away. 

With  the  first  dream  that  comes  with  the  first  sleep 
I  run,  I  run,  I  am  gathered  to  thy  heart. 

Alice  Meynell. 
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BjND  surely  it  is  not  a  melancholy  conceit  to 
| think  we  are  all  asleep  in  this  World,  and 
that  the  conceits  of  this  life  are  as  mere  dreams 
—  __.lo  those  of  the  next,  as  the  Phantasms  of  the 

night,  to  the  conceits  of  the  day.  There  is  an  equal 
delusion  in  both,  and  the  one  doth  but  seem  to  be  the 
sublime  or  picture  of  the  other  ;  we  are  somewhat  more 
than  our  selves  in  our  sleep,  and  the  slumber  of  the  body 
seems  to  be  but  the  waking  of  the  soul.  It  is  the  ligation 
of  sense,  but  the  liberty  of  reason,  and  our  waking  con¬ 
ceptions  do  not  match  the  Fancies  of  our  Sleeps. 

Sir  Thomas  Browne. 


in  THIS  WORLD  (the  Isle  of  Dreams) 
While  we  sit  by  sorrowes  streames, 
Tears  and  terrors  are  our  theames 

Reciting. 


But  when  once  from  hence  we  Hie, 
More  and  more  approaching  nigh 
Unto  young  Eternitie 

Uniting. 


In  that  Island,  where 
Things  are  Evermore  sincere  ; 
Candor  here,  and  lustre  there 

Delighting. 
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There  no  monstrous  fancies  shall 
Out  of  hell  an  horrour  call, 

To  create  (or  cause  at  all) 

Affrighting. 


There  in  calm  and  cooling  sleep 
We  our  eyes  shall  never  steep  ; 
But  eternall  watch  shall  keep, 

Attending. 


Pleasures  such  as  shall  pursue 
Me  immortaliz’d,  and  you  ; 

And  fresh  joyes,  as  never  to 

Have  ending. 

Herrick. 


peace,  peace  !  he  is  not  dead,  he  doth  not  sleep — 
He  hath  awakened  from  the  dream  of  life — 

’Tis  we,  who,  lost  in  stormy  visions,  keep 
With  phantoms  an  unprofitable  strife  ; 

And  in  mad  trance  strike  with  our  spirit’s  knife 
Invulnerable  nothings — 

Shelley. 


true,  but  as  they  say, 

Dreams  are  rough  copies  of  the  waking  soul 
Yet  uncorrected  of  the  higher  will, 
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So  that  men  sometimes  in  their  dreams  confess 
An  unsuspected,  or  forgotten,  self ; 

— Since  Dreaming,  Madness,  Passion,  are  akin 
In  missing  each  that  salutary  rein 
Of  reason,  and  the  grinding  will  of  man. 


So  Sleep  ;  sleep  fast ;  and  sleep  away  those  two 
Night-potions,  and  the  waking  Dream  between 
Which  dream  thou  must  believe  ;  and,  if  to  see 
Again,  poor  Segismund  !  that  dream  must  be. 
And  yet,  and  yet,  in  these  our  ghostly  lives, 
Half  night,  half  day,  half  sleeping,  half  awake, 
How  if  our  waking  life,  like  that  of  sleep, 

Be  all  a  dream  in  that  eternal  life, 

To  which  we  wake  not  till  we  sleep  in  death. 


One  man — like  this — but  only  so  much  longer 
As  life  is  longer  than  a  summer’s  day, 
Believed  himself  a  king  upon  his  throne, 

And  play’d  at  hazard  with  his  fellows’  lives, 
Who  cheaply  dreamt  away  their  lives  to  him. 
The  sailor  dream’d  of  tossing  on  the  flood  : 
The  soldier  of  his  laurels  grown  in  blood  : 
The  lover  of  the  beauty  that  he  knew 
Must  yet  dissolve  to  dusty  residue  : 

The  merchant,  and  the  miser  of  his  bags 
Of  finger’d  gold  ;  the  beggar  of  his  rags  : 

And  all  this  stage  of  earth  on  which  we  seem 
Such  busy  actors,  and  the  parts  we  play’d, 
Substantial  as  the  shadow  of  a  shade, 

And  Dreaming  but  a  Dream  within  a  dream. 
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In  that  same  enchanted  tower, 

Not  long  ago  I  learned  it  from  a  Dream 
Expounded  by  this  ancient  prophet  there, 

And  which  he  told  me,  should  it  come  again, 

How  I  should  bear  myself  beneath  it  ;  not 
As  then  with  angry  passion  all  on  fire, 

Arguing  and  making  a  distemper’d  soul ; 

But  ev’n  with  justice,  mercy,  self-control, 

As  if  the  dream  I  walk’d  in  were  no  dream, 

And  conscience  one  day  to  account  for  it. 

A  dream  it  was  in  which  I  thought  myself 

And  you  that  hail’d  me  now,  then  hail’d  me  King, 

In  a  brave  palace  that  was  all  my  own, 

Within,  and  all  without  it,  mine  ;  until, 

Drunk  with  excess  of  majesty  and  pride, 

Methought  I  towered  so  high  and  swell’d  so  wide 
That  of  myself  I  burst  the  glittering  bubble, 

That  my  ambition  had  about  me  blown, 

And  all  again  was  darkness.  Such  a  dream 
As  this  in  which  I  may  be  walking  now  ; 

Dispensing  solemn  justice  to  you  shadows, 

Who  make  believe  to  listen  ;  but  anon, 

With  all  your  glittering  arms  and  equipage 
King,  princes,  captains,  warriors,  plume  and  steel, 
Aye,  ev’n  with  all  your  airy  theatre, 

May  flit  into  the  air  you  seem  to  rend 
With  acclamation,  leaving  me  to  wake 
In  the  dark  tower  :  or  dreaming  that  I  wake 
From  this  that  waking  is  ;  or  this  and  that 
Both  waking  or  both  Dreaming  ;  such  a  doubt 
Confounds  and  clouds  our  mortal  life  about 
And,  whether  wake  or  dreaming,  this  I  know, 
How  dream-wise  human  glories  come  and  go  ; 
Whose  momentary  tenure  not  to  break, 

Walking  as  one  who  knows  he  soon  may  wake, 
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So  fairly  carried  the  full  cup,  so  well 
Disorder’d  insolence  and  passion  quell, 

That  there  be  nothing  after  to  upbraid 
Dreamer  or  doer  in  the  part  he  play’d, 

Whether  To-morrow’s  Dawn  shall  break  the  spell, 

Or  the  Last  Trumpet  of  the  eternal  Day 

When  Dreaming  with  the  Night  shall  pass  away. 

Calderon,  trs.  Fitzgerald. 


OUR  birth  is  but  A  sleep  and  a  forgetting 
The  Soul  that  rises  with  us,  our  life’s  star, 
Hath  had  elsewhere  its  setting, 

And  cometh  from  afar  : 

Not  in  entire  forgetfulness, 

And  not  in  utter  nakedness, 

But  trailing  clouds  of  glory  do  we  come 
From  God,  who  is  our  home. 

Wordsworth. 
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SLEEP 


AND  NATURE 


j^HE  mountain-tops  are  asleep,  and  the  mountain- 
gorges,  ravine  and  promontory  : 
jGreen  leaves,  every  kind  of  creeping  things 
~On  the  breast  of  the  dark  earth,  sleep  : 
Creatures  wild  in  the  forest,  wandering  bees, 

Great  sea  monsters  under  the  purple  sea’s 
Dark  bosom,  birds  of  the  air  with  all  their  wings 
Folded,  all  sleep. 

Aleman,  trs.  W.  Headlam. 


what  sin  was  mine,  sweet,  silent,  boy-god  Sleep, 
Or  what,  poor  sufferer,  have  I  left  undone, 

That  I  should  lack  thy  guerdon,  I  alone  ? 

Quiet  are  thy  brawling  streams  :  the  shuddering  deep 
Sinks,  and  the  rounded  mountains  feign  to  sleep. 
The  high  seas  slumber  pillowed  on  Earth’s  breast, 
All  flocks  and  birds  and  beasts  are  stilled  to  rest, 
But  my  sad  eyes  their  nightly  vigil  keep. 

Oh  !  if  beneath  the  night  some  happier  swain, 
Entwined  in  loving  arms,  refuse  the  boon 
In  wanton  happiness, — come  hither  soon, 

Come  hither,  Sleep.  Let  happier  mortals  gain 
In  full  embrace  of  thy  soft  angel  wing. 

But  touch  me  with  thy  wand,  or  hovering 
Above  mine  eyelids  sweep  me  with  thy  train. 

Statius,  trs.  W.  H.  Fyfe. 


there  in  close  covert  by  some  brook, 
Where  no  profaner  eye  may  look, 

Hide  me  from  Day’s  garish  eye, 

While  the  bee  with  honey’d  thigh, 
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That  at  her  flowery  work  doth  sing, 

And  the  waters  murmuring, 

With  such  concert  as  they  keep, 

Entice  the  dewy-feathered  sleep. 

And  let  some  strange  mysterious  dream 
Wave  at  his  wings  in  airy  stream 
Of  lively  portraiture  display’d, 

Softly  on  my  eyelids  laid, 

And,  as  I  wake,  sweet  music  breathe 
Above,  about,  or  underneath, 

Sent  by  some  spirit  to  mortals  good, 

Or  the  unseen  genius  of  the  wood. 

Milton. 


night  sable  goddess  !  from  her  Ebon  throne, 

In  rayless  majesty,  now  stretches  forth 
Her  leaden  sceptre  o’er  a  slumbering  world. 

Silence,  how  dead  !  and  darkness,  how  profound. 
Nor  eye  nor  listening  ear  an  object  finds  : 

Creation  sleeps  !  ’Tis  as  the  general  pulse 
Of  life  stood  still,  and  nature  made  a  pause  ; 

An  awful  pause  !  Prophetic  of  her  end. 

Young. 


— the  still  sound 

Of  falling  waters,  lulling  as  the  sound 
Of  Indian  bees  at  sunset,  when  they  throng 
Around  the  fragrant  Nilica,  and  deep 
In  its  blue  blossoms  hum  themselves  to  sleep. 

T.  Moore. 


124 


SLEEP  AND  NATURE 

THE  MOST  COMPLETE  and  healthy  sleep  that  can  be 
taken  in  the  day  is  in  summer-time,  out  in  a  field.  There 
is,  perhaps,  no  solitary  sensation  so  exquisite  as  that  of 
slumbering  on  the  grass  or  hay,  shaded  from  the  hot 
sun  by  a  tree,  with  the  consciousness  of  a  fresh  but  light 
air  running  through  the  wide  atmosphere,  and  the  sky 
stretched  overhead  upon  all  sides.  Earth,  and  heaven, 
and  a  placid  humanity  seem  to  have  the  creation  to  them¬ 
selves.  There  is  nothing  between  the  slumberer  and 
the  naked  and  glad  innocence  of  nature. 

Leigh  Hunt. 


JUNE — 

Or  if  I’m  lulled  by  note  of  bird  and  bee, 
Or  lulled  by  noontide’s  silence  deep, 

I  need  but  nestle  down  beneath  my  tree 
And  drop  asleep. 


NOVEMBER — 

The  earth  lies  fast  asleep,  grown  tired 
Of  all  that’s  high  or  deep, 

There’s  nought  desired  and  nought  required 
Save  a  sleep. 


I  rock  the  cradle  of  the  earth, 

I  lull  her  with  a  sigh  ; 

And  know  that  she  will  wake  to  mirth 
By  and  by. 
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through  the  land  a  river  flows, 

With  a  sleepy  sound  it  goes  : 

Such  a  drowsy  noise,  in  sooth 
Those  who  will  not  listen  hear  not  : 

But,  if  one  is  wakeful,  fear  not 
It  shall  lull  him  to  repose. 

Christina  Rossetti. 


chequer’d  with  woven  shadows  as  I  lay 
Among  the  grass,  blinking  the  watery  gleam, 

I  saw  an  Echo-Spirit  in  his  day 
Most  idly  floating  in  the  noontide  beam. 

Slow  heaved  his  filmy  skiff,  and  fell,  with  sway 
Of  ocean’s  giant  pulsing,  and  the  Dream, 

Buoyed  like  the  young  moon  on  a  level  stream 
Of  greenish  vapour  at  decline  of  day, 

Swam  airily,  watching  the  distant  flocks 
Of  sea-gulls,  whilst  a  foot  in  careless  sweep 
Touched  the  clear-trembling  coil  with  tiny  shocks, 
Faint-circling  ;  till  at  last  he  dropt  asleep, 

Lull’d  by  the  hush-song  of  the  glittering  deep, 
Lap-lapping  drowsily  the  heated  rocks  ! 

William  Allingliam. 
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lyre,  thy  signals  the  singers  obey 
When  in  preludes  of  choral  song  low-dreaming 
O’er  thy  strings,  quick  throbbing  the  harmonies 
glide. 

Thou  quenchest  the  thunderbolt’s  self  red-gleaming, 
Javelined  with  flame,  yet  age  outstreaming. 

On  the  sceptre  of  Zeus  the  slumber  tide 
O’er  his  eagle  ripples  on  either  side 


Of  the  King  of  Birds  as  his  pinions  are  trailing. 

O’er  his  bowed  head  doth  a  dark  mist  flow 
Sweet-sealing  his  eyes  ;  ’neath  sleep’s  prevailing 
His  back  heaves  wave-like  soft  and  slow  ; 

Spell-bound  by  the  melodies  pulsing  low, 

Yea,  the  soul  of  the  wild  War-god  lies  sleeping 
Hushed,  warm-cradled  in  slumber’s  nest, 

And  his  keen  spear  slips  from  his  strong  hand’s  keeping. 
Gods’  hearts  are  thy  shafts  in  enchantment 
By  the  inspiration  of  Phoebus  to  rest  sleeping 
Lulled,  and  by  the  deep-bosomed  Muses,  behest. 

Pindar ,  trs.  H.  S.  Way. 


charm  me  asleep,  and  melt  me  so 
With  thy  Delicious  Numbers  ; 
That  being  ravisht,  hence  I  goe 
Away  in  easie  slumbers. 

Ease  my  sick  head, 

And  make  my  bed, 

Thou  Power  that  canst  sever 
From  me  this  ill  ; 

And  quickly  still  ; 

Though  thou  not  kill 
My  Fever. 

129 


1 


AN  ANTHOLOGY  OF  SLEEP 

Thou  sweetly  canst  convert  the  same 
From  a  consuming  fire, 

Into  a  gentle-licking  flame, 

And  make  it  thus  expire, 

Then  make  me  weep, 

My  pains  asleepe  ; 

And  give  my  such  reposes, 

That  I,  poore  I, 

May  think  thereby, 

I  live  and  die, 

’Mongst  Roses. 


Fall  on  me  like  a  silent  Dew, 

Or  like  those  Maiden  showres, 
Which,  by  the  peepe  of  day,  doe  strew 
A  Baptisme  o’re  the  flowers. 

Melt,  melt  my  paines, 

With  thy  soft  straines, 

That  having  ease  me  given, 

With  full  delight, 

I  leave  this  light, 

And  take  my  flight 
For  Heaven. 


Herrick. 


charms,  that  call  down  the  moon  from  out  her  sphere, 
On  this  sick  youth  work  your  enchantments  here  ; 

Bind  up  his  senses  with  your  numbers  so, 

As  to  entrance  his  paine,  or  cure  his 
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Fall  gently,  gently,  and  a  while  him  keep 
Lost  in  the  civill  wildernesse  of  sleep  : 

That  done,  then  let  him,  dispossest  of  paine, 
Like  to  a  slumbering  Bride,  awake  againe. 

Herrick. 


oh  !  Sovereign  of  the  willing  soul, 

Parent  of  sweet  and  solemn  breathing  airs, 
Enchanting  shell  !  the  sullen  Cares,  " 

And  frantic  Passions  hear  thy  soft  controul. 

On  Thracia’s  hills  the  Lord  of  War, 

Has  curb’d  the  fury  of  his  car, 

And  drop’d  his  thirsty  lance  at  thy  command. 
Perching  on  the  sceptred  hand 
Of  Jove,  thy  magic  lulls  the  feather’d  king 
With  ruffled  plumes,  and  flagging  wing: 

Quench  d  in  dark  clouds  of  slumber  lie 

The  terror  of  his  beak,  and  lightnings  of  his  eye. 

Gray  ( To  Harmony ). 


[Music.] 


the  silver  key  of  the  fountain  of  tears, 

Where  the  spirit  drinks  till  the  brain  is  wild, 
Softest  grave  of  a  thousand  fears, 

Where  their  mother,  Care,  like  a  drowsy  child, 
Is  laid  asleep  in  flowers. 


Qi 


Shelley. 
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MY  soul  is  an  enchanted  boat, 

Which,  like  a  sleeping  swan,  doth  float, 

Upon  the  silver  waves  of  thy  sweet  singing  ; 

And  thine  doth  like  an  angel  sit 
Beside  the  helm  conducting  it, 

Whilst  all  the  winds  with  melody  are  ringing. 

It  seems  to  float  ever,  for  ever, 

Upon  that  many-winding  river, 

Between  mountains,  woods,  abysses, 

A  paradise  of  wildernesses  ! 

Till,  like  one  in  slumber  bound, 

Borne  to  the  ocean,  I  float  down,  around, 

Into  a  sea  profound,  of  ever  spreading  sound. 

Shelley. 


sleep,  let  me  sleep,  for  I  am  sick  of  care  ; 
Sleep,  let  me  sleep,  for  my  pain  wearies  me. 
Shut  out  the  light,  thicken  the  heavy  air 
With  drowsy  incense  ;  let  a  distant  stream 
Of  music  lull  me,  languid  as  a  Dream, 

Soft  as  the  whisper  of  a  summer  sea. 

Christina  Rossetti 
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DRIFT  in  the  carven  ark — by  the  winds 
And  the  rising  waves  dismayed, 

Her  limbs  all  quivering  with  alarm, 

Her  pale  cheek  wet  with  tears, — her  arm 
Round  Perseus  then  she  laid  ; 


Saying,  “  O  my  child,  how  sore  my  trouble. 
And  thou  still  slumbering  deep  ! 

Here  in  the  dismal  riveted  ark, 

In  the  rayless  night,  in  the  pitchy  dark. 
Thine  infant  spirit — asleep  ! 


“  Wash  of  the  racing  waves  goes  past 
Above  thy  silken  hair  ; 

Yet  whether  of  wave  or  bellowing  blast 
Not  a  thought  is  thine,  or  care — 

In  mantle  of  crimson  warm  and  fast, 
Little  face,  how  sweet  and  fair  ! 


“  Yet  if  this  fear  were  fear  indeed, 

If  fear  were  fear  of  thine, 

Surely  thy  small  ear  then  had  listened 
To  hear  these  words  of  mine - 


“  Sleep  on  then,  O  my  baby,  sleep, 
And  sleep,  thou  Sea  ; 

Rested  in  sleep,  I  pray,  at  length 
Our  infinite  sorrows  be. 
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“  O  Father  in  Heaven,  vouchsafe  ere  long 
Sign  of  some  change  in  thee  : 

And  if  these  hopes  I  breathe  be  wrong, 

Or  too  bold,— pardon  me.” 

Simonides ,  trs.  W.  Headlam. 


golden  slumbers  kiss  your  eyes, 
Smiles  awake  you  when  you  rise, 
Sleep,  pretty  wantons,  do  not  cry, 
And  I  will  sing  a  lullaby. 

Rock  them,  rock  them,  lullaby. 


Care  is  heavy,  therefore  sleep  you, 

You  are  care,  and  care  must  keep  you. 
Sleep,  pretty  wantons,  do  not  cry, 

And  I  will  sing  a  lullaby, 

Rock  them,  rock  them,  lullaby. 

Dekker , 


sweet  dreams,  form  a  shade 
O’er  my  lovely  infant’s  head  ; 
Sweet  dreams  of  pleasant  streams 
By  happy,  silent,  moony  beams. 


Sweet  sleep  with  soft  down 
Weave  thy  brows  an  infant  crown 
Sweet  sleep,  Angel  mild, 

Hover  o’er  my  happy  child. 
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Sweet  smiles  in  the  night 
Hover  over  my  delight  ; 

Sweet  smiles,  mother’s  smiles 
All  the  livelong  night  beguiles. 


Sweet  moans,  dovelike  sighs, 
Chase  not  slumber  from  thy  eyes, 
Sweet  moans,  sweeter  smiles, 

All  the  dovelike  moans  beguiles. 


Sleep,  sleep,  happy  child, 

All  creation  slept  and  smil’d  ; 
Sleep,  sleep,  happy  sleep, 

While  o’er  thee  thy  mother  weeps. 


Sweet  babe,  in  thy  face 
Holy  image  I  can  trace, 

Sweet  babe,  once  like  thee, 

Thy  Maker  lay  and  wept  for  me. 


Wept  for  me,  for  thee,  for  all, 
When  he  was  an  infant  small. 
Thou  His  image  ever  see, 
Heavenly  face  that  smiles  on  thee. 


Smiles  on  thee,  on  me,  on  all ; 

Who  became  an  infant  small. 

Infant  smiles  are  his  own  smiles  ; 

Heaven  and  earth  to  peace  beguiles. 

William  Blake. 
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sleep  !  sleep  !  beauty  bright. 
Dreaming  o’er  the  joys  of  night ; 
Sleep  !  sleep  !  in  thy  sleep 
Little  sorrows  sit  and  weep. 


Sweet  Babe,  in  thy  face 
Soft  desires  I  can  trace, 
Secret  joys  and  secret  smiles, 
Little  pretty  infant  wiles. 


As  thy  softest  limbs  I  feel, 

Smiles  as  of  the  morning  steal 
O’er  thy  cheek,  and  o’er  thy  breast 
Where  thy  little  heart  does  rest. 


O  !  the  cunning  wiles  that  creep 
In  thy  little  heart  asleep. 

When  thy  little  heart  does  wake 
Then  the  dreadful  lightnings  break. 


From  thy  cheek  and  from  thy  eye, 

O’er  the  youthful  harvests  nigh. 

Infant  wiles  and  infant  smiles 
Heaven  and  Earth  of  peace  beguiles. 

William  Blake 
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“  within  the  orb  itself, 

Pillowed  upon  its  alabaster  arms, 

Like  to  a  child  o’erwearied  with  sweet  toil, 

On  its  own  folded  wings,  and  wavy  hair, 

The  Spirit  of  the  Earth  is  laid  asleep, 

And  you  can  see  its  little  lips  are  moving, 

Amid  the  changing  light  of  their  own  smiles, 
Like  one  who  talks  of  what  he  loves  in  dream.” 

Shelley. 


A  SOLEMN  THING  it  is  to  me 

To  look  upon  a  babe  that  sleeps 
Wearing  in  its  spirit-deeps 
The  undeveloped  mystery 

Of  our  Adam’s  taint  and  woe, 

Which,  when  they  developed  be, 

Will  not  let  it  slumber  so  ; 

Lying  new  in  life  beneath 

The  shadow  of  that  coming  death, 

With  that  soft  low  quiet  breath, 

As  if  it  felt  the  sun  ; 

Knowing  all  things  by  their  blooms, 

Not  their  roots,  yea,  sun  and  sky 
Only  by  the  warmth  that  comes 
Out  of  each,  earth  only  by 

The  pleasant  hues  that  o’er  it  run, 
And  human  love  by  drops  of  sweet 
White  nourishment  still  hanging  round 
The  little  mouth  so  slumber-bound  : 
All  which  broken  sentence 
And  conclusion  incomplete, 
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Will  gather  and  unite  and  climb 
To  an  immortality 

Good  or  evil,  each  sublime, 

Through  life  and  death  to  life  again. 

O  little  lids,  now  folded  fast, 

Must  ye  learn  to  drop  at  last, 

Our  large  and  burning  tears  ? 

O  warm  quick  body,  must  thou  lie, 

When  the  time  comes  round  to  die, 

Still  from  all  the  whirl  of  years, 

Bare  of  all  the  joy  and  pain  ? 

O  small  frail  being,  wilt  thou  stand 
At  God’s  right  hand, 

Lifting  up  those  sleeping  eyes 
Diluted  by  great  destinies, 

To  an  endless  waking  ?  Thrones  and  seraphims, 
Through  the  long  ranks  of  their  solemnities, 
Sunning  thee  with  calm  looks  of  Heaven’s  surprise, 
But  thine  alone  on  Him  ? 

Or  else,  self  willed,  to  tread  the  godless  place, 
(God  keep  thy  will  !)  feel  thine  own  energies 
Cold,  strong,  objectless,  like  a  dead  man’s  clasp, 
The  sleepless  deathless  life  within  thee  grasp, — 
While  myriad  faces,  like  one  changeless  face, 

With  woe  not  love’s,  shall  glass  thee  everywhere 
And  overcome  thee  with  thine  own  despair. 

E.  B.  Browning. 


sleep  on,  baby,  on  the  floor, 
Tired  of  all  the  playing  : 

Sleep  with  smile  the  sweeter  for 
That,  you  dropped  away  in. 
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On  your  curls’  full  roundness  stand 
Golden  lights  serenely  ; 

One  cheek,  pushed  out  by  the  hand, 

Folds  the  dimple  wily  : 

Little  head  and  little  foot 
Heavy  laid  for  pleasure, 

Underneath  the  lids  half  shut 
Slants  the  shining  azure. 

Open-soul  in  noonday  sun, 

So  you  lie  and  slumber  : 

Nothing  evil  having  done, 

Nothing  can  encumber. 

E.  B.  Browning. 


golden  head  by  golden  head, 

Like  two  pigeons  in  one  nest, 

Folded  in  each  other’s  wings, 

They  lay  down  in  their  curtained  bed  : 

Like  two  blossoms  on  one  stem, 

Like  two  flakes  of  new  fall’n  snow, 

Like  two  wands  of  ivory 
Tipped  with  gold  for  awful  kings, 

Moon  and  stars  gazed  in  at  them, 

Wind  sang  to  them  lullaby, 

Lumbering  owls  forebore  to  fly, 

Not  a  bat  flapped  to  and  fro 
Round  their  nest : 

Cheek  to  cheek,  and  breast  to  breast 
Locked  together  in  one  nest. 

Christina  Rossetti. 
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SWEET  AND  low,  sweet  and  low, 

Wind  of  the  western  sea, 

Low,  low,  breathe  and  blow, 

Wind  of  the  western  sea  ! 

Over  the  rolling  waters  go, 

Come  from  the  dying  moon,  and  blow, 

Blow  him  again  to  me  ; 

While  my  little  one,  while  my  pretty  one,  sleeps. 


Sleep  and  rest,  sleep  and  rest, 

Father  will  come  to  thee  soon  ; 

Rest,  rest,  on  Mother’s  breast, 

Father  will  come  to  thee  soon  ; 

Father  will  come  to  his  babe  in  the  nest, 

Silver  sails  out  of  the  west 
Under  the  silver  moon  ; 

Sleep,  my  little  one,  sleep,  my  pretty  one,  sleep. 

Tennyson. 


i  pierced  the  grove,  and  in  its  deepest  gloom 
Beheld  sweet  Love,  of  heavenly  form  and  bloom  ; 
Nor  bow  nor  quiver  at  his  back  were  slung, 

But,  harmless,  cn  the  neighbouring  branches  hung, 
On  rosebuds  pillow’d  lay  the  little  child 
In  glowing  slumbers  pleased,  and  sleeping  smiled, 
While,  all  around,  the  bees  delighted  sip 
The  fragrance  of  his  smooth  and  balmy  lip. 

Plato,  trs.  Bland. 
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CUPID  LAID  by  his  brand,  and  fell  asleep  : 

A  maid  of  Dian’s  this  advantage  found, 

And  his  love-kindling  fire  did  quickly  steep 
In  a  cold  valley-fountain  of  that  ground  ; 

Which  borrow’d  from  this  holy  fire  of  Love 
A  dateless  lively  heat,  still  to  endure, 

And  grew  a  seething  bath,  which  yet  men  prove 
Against  strange  maladies  a  sovereign  cure. 

But  at  my  mistress’  eye  Love’s  brand  new  fir’d 
The  boy  for  trial  needs  would  touch  my  breast ; 

I,  sick  withal,  the  help  of  bath  desired, 

And  thither  hied,  a  sad-distempered  guest, 

But  found  no  cure  :  the  bath  for  my  help  lies 
Where  Cupid  got  new  life, — my  mistress’  eyes. 

Shakespeare. 


the  little  love-god  lying  once  asleep 
Laid  by  his  side  his  heart-inflaming  brand, 

Whilst  many  nymphs,  that  vowed  chaste  life  to  keep, 

Came  tripping  by  ;  but  in  her  maiden  hand 

The  fairest  votary  took  up  that  fire 

Which  many  legions  of  true  hearts  had  warm’d 

And  so  the  general  of  hot  desire 

Was,  sleeping,  by  a  virgin  hand  disarm’d. 

This  brand  she  quenched  in  a  cool  well  by, 

Which  from  Love’s  fire  took  heat  perpetual, 

Growing  a  bath,  and  healthful  remedy 
For  men  diseas’d  ;  but  I,  my  mistress  thrall, 

Came  there  for  cure,  and  this  by  that  I  prove, 

Love’s  fire  heats  water,  water  cools  not  love. 

Shakespeare. 
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sleep,  my  Zeno  !  with  what  wanton  grace 
The  damask  blooms  upon  that  smiling  face. 
A  wingless  dream,  might  I  those  eyelids  close 
And  near  inhale  the  fragrance  of  that  rose. 
Not  e  en  the  sleep  that  charms  the  gods  above 
Should  come  between  us  then  to  mar  our  love. 

But  in  enfolding  arms  securely  pressed 
Alone  I’d  lull  my  darling  to  her  rest. 

Meleager,  trs.  Wright. 


like  the  maid  OF  cnossus  when  she  lay  fainting  on  the 
lonely  beach  at  the  departure  of  Theseus’  vessel ;  like  the 
daughter  of  Cepheus  nestling  in  her  first  slumber  ;  Andro¬ 
meda  newly  set  free  from  the  hard  crags  ;  and  no  less  like 
an  Edonian  Bacchante  when  she  sinks  down  by  grassy 
Apidanus,  wearied  out  by  the  pauseless  Sarabands — that 
is  how  Cynthia  looked  !  She  seemed  to  breathe  a  dainty 
repose  as  her  head  rested  on  her  folded  hands, — and  there 
was  I,  trailing  my  fuddled  steps  after  a  mighty  deal  of  liquor, 
and  the  boys  wagging  the  torch  in  the  late  hours  of  night. 

And  my  senses  even  now  were  not  so  wrecked  altogether 
but  I  tried  to  come  at  her,  dinting  the  bed  most  delicately. 
Although  I  was  caught  by  a  double  fury  and  Love  and 
Wine  alike  (either  is  a  stern  god)  bade  me  slip  an  arm 
adroitly  beneath  and  risk  a  venture  upon  the  defence¬ 
less  fair — approach  my  hand  and  so  fall  to  kissing,  as 
before  ;  yet  I  had  not  the  courage  to  disturb  my  mis¬ 
tress’  slumber,  afraid  of  the  sharp  chidings  of  a  cruelty 
which  I  had  tasted  before  ;  but  there  I  stuck  and  gazed 
with  straining  eyes,  as  it  were  Argus  before  the  unfamiliar 
horns  of  Io. 

And  now  I  would  unloose  the  garlands  from  my  brow 
and  set  them,  Cynthia,  upon  your  temples  ;  now  I  would 
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amuse  myself  by  shaping  a  tumbled  lock  of  hair  ;  presently 
I  would  bestow  a  stealthy  apple  or  two  from  the  hollow  of 
my  hands.  And  all  my  tributes  did  I  lavish  upon  thank¬ 
less  sleep  :  my  poor  tributes,  how  many  a  time  they  rolled 
down  the  slope  of  her  lap  !  And  as  often  as  you  drew  a 
deep  breath  and  stirred  with  an  exquisite  movement,  I 
stood  aghast  ;  and  quick  to  believe  my  idle  divination,  I 
thought  “  Might  not  this  be  some  vision  charged  with 
unaccustomed  terrors  for  you  ?  Or  some  one  forcing  you 
to  be  his  against  your  will  ?  ”  Until  the  moon  running  past 
the  opposite  windows,  the  busy  moon  whose  lamps  were 
fain  to  linger  too  long  opened  the  closed  eyes  with  her 
slight  shafts.  Her  elbow  deep  in  the  softness  of  the  bed, 
she  said  “  At  last  !  Outrageous  !  It  is  my  turn  now  and 
back  you  come  to  my  pillow  when  your  paramour  has 
locked  her  doors.  Aye,  where  have  you  squandered 
the  time  of  a  night  which  belonged  to  me,  you,  who  come 
limp  with  debauch,  when  the  tale  of  the  stars  is  told  ? 
Ah  !  heartless  fellow,  would  that  you  might  have  to  live 
out  such  long  nights  as  you  are  always  making  your  poor 
lady  spend  !  Yes  !  for  a  while  I  cheated  slumber  by  the 
help  of  my  purple  web,  and  anon  by  the  song  of  Orpheus 
and  his  lyre.  But  I  was  so  tired  !  And  now  and  again 
I  made  a  little  forlorn  complaint  to  myself  that  there  must 
often  be  long  delays  when  one  looks  abroad  for  love.  Until 
I  dropped,  and  sleep  struck  me  with  his  delicious  wings. 
That  was  the  last  concern  of  my  tearful  sorrows.” 

Propertius,  trs.  J.  S.  Phillimore. 


have  I  caught  my  heavenly  jewel, 
Teaching  sleep  most  fair  to  be  ? 
Now  will  I  teach  her,  that  she, 
When  she  wakes,  is  too  too  cruel. 
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Since  sweet  sleep  her  eyes  hath  charmed, 
The  two  only  darts  of  love  ; 

Now  will  I  with  that  boy  prove 
Some  play,  while  he  is  disarmed. 


Her  tongue,  waking,  still  refuseth  ; 
Giving  frankly,  niggard  No  ! 

Now  will  I  attempt  to  know 

What  “No  ”  her  tongue  sleeping  useth. 


See,  the  hand  that  waking  guardeth, 
Sleeping,  grants  a  free  resort : 

Now  will  I  invade  the  fort ; 

Cowards  Love  with  loss  rewardeth. 


But,  O  fool  !  think  of  the  danger 
Of  her  just  and  high  disdain  ; 
Now  will  I  alas,  refrain, 

Love  fears  nothing  else  but  anger. 


Yet  those  lips,  so  sweetly  swelling, 

Do  invite  a  stealing  kiss  : 

Now  will  I  but  venture  this, 

Who  will  read  must  first  learn  spelling. 

O  sweet  kiss  !  but  ah  !  she  is  waking 
Lo  !  my  beauty  chastens  me  : 

Now  will  I  away  hence  flee  ; 

Fool !  more  fool !  for  no  more  taking. 

Sidney. 
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my  love  lay  sleeping  where  birds  music  made, 
Shutting  her  eyes,  disdainful  of  the  light  ; 

The  heat  was  great  ;  but  greater  was  the  shade 
Which  her  defended  from  his  burning  sight. 

This  Cupid  saw,  and  came  a  kiss  to  take  ; 

Sucking  sweet  nectar  from  her  sugared  breath. 

She  felt  the  touch,  and  blushed,  and  did  away 
Seeing  ’twas  Love,  which  she  did  think  was  Death. 
She  cut  his  wings,  and  caused  him  to  stay  ; — 
Making  a  vow,  he  should  not  thence  depart 
Unless  to  her  the  wanton  boy  could  pay 
The  truest,  kindest,  and  most  loving  heart. 

His  feathers  still  she  used  for  a  fan  ; 

Till,  by  exchange,  my  heart  his  feathers  wan. 

Giles  Fletcher. 


oh,  fair  sweet  face  !  oh,  eyes  celestial  bright, 
Twin  stars  in  heaven,  that  now  adorn  the  night. 
Oh,  fruitful  lips,  where  cherries  ever  grow, 

And  damask  cheeks,  where  all  sweet  beauties  blow 
Oh  thou,  from  head  to  foot  divinely  fair  ! 

Cupid’s  most  cunning  nets  made  of  that  hair  ; 

And,  as  he  weaves  himself  for  curious  eyes, 

“  Oh  me,  oh  me,  I’m  caught  myself !  ”  he  cries  : 
Sweet  rest  about  thee,  sweet  and  golden  sleep, 

Soft  peaceful  thoughts,  your  hourly  watches  keep, 
Whilst  I  in  wonder  sing  this  sacrifice, 

To  beauty  sacred  and  those  angel  eyes  ! 

John  Fletcher. 
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SING  SOFT,  ye  pretty  birds,  while  Caelia  sleeps, 

And  gentle  gales  play  gently  with  the  leaves  ; 

Learn  of  the  neighbour  brooks,  whose  silent  deeps 
Would  teach  him  fear,  that  her  soft  sleep  bereaves. 
Thine  oaten  reed,  devoted  to  her  praise, — 

(A  theme  that  would  befit  the  Delphian  lyre) 

Give  way,  that  I  in  silence  may  admire. 

Is  not  her  sleep  like  that  of  innocents, 

Sweet  as  herself,  and  is  she  not  more  fair, 

Almost  in  death,  than  are  the  ornaments, 

Of  fruitful  trees  which  newly  budding  are  ? 

She  is,  and  tell  it,  Truth,  when  she  shall  lie, 

And  sleep  for  ever,  for  she  cannot  die. 

William  Browne. 


but  as  when  some  kind  nurse  doth  sometime  keep 
Her  pretty  babe  at  suck,  whom  fall’n  asleep, 

She  lays  down  in  his  cradle,  stints  his  cry 
With  many  a  sweet  and  pleasing  lullaby ; 

Whilst  the  sweet  child,  not  troubled  with  the  shock, 
As  sweetly  slumbers,  as  his  nurse  doth  rock  : 

So  lay  the  maid,  th’  amazed  swain  sat  weeping 
And  Death  in  her  was  dispossessed  by  sleeping. 

The  roaring  voice  of  winds,  the  billows’  raves, 

Nor  all  the  mutt’ring  of  the  silent  waves 
Could  once  disquiet,  or  her  slumber  stir  ; 

But  lull’d  her  more  asleep  than  wakened  her. 

William  Browne. 
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sleep,  angry  beauty,  sleep,  and  fear  not  me, 
For  who  a  sleeping  lion  dares  provoke  ? 

It  shall  suffice  me  here  to  sit  and  see 
Those  lips  shut  up,  that  never  kindly  spoke. 
What  sight  can  more  content  a  lover’s  mind 
Than  beauty,  seeming  harmless,  if  not  kind  ? 


My  words  have  charmed  her,  for  secure  she  sleeps, 
Though  guilty  much  of  wrong  done  to  my  love. 

And  in  her  slumber,  see  !  she  close-eyed  weeps. 
Dreams  often  more  than  waking  passions  move. 

Plead,  Sleep,  my  cause,  and  make  her  soft  like  thee. 
That  she  in  peace  may  wake,  and  pity  me. 

Campion. 


sleep,  wayward  thoughts,  and  rest  you  with  my  Love 
Let  not  my  Love  be  with  my  love  displeased. 

Touch  not  proud  hands,  lest  you  her  anger  move, 

But  pine  you  with  my  longings  long  displeased. 

Thus  while  she  sleeps,  I  sorrow  for  her  sake, 

So  sleep  my  Love,  and  yet  my  love  doth  wake. 


But  O,  the  fury  of  my  restless  fear, 

The  hidden  anguish  of  my  flesh  desires  ! 

The  glories  and  the  beauties  that  appear 
Between  her  brows,  near  Cupid’s  closed  fires  ! 
Thus  while  she  sleeps,  moves  sighing  for  her  sake, 
So  sleeps  my  Love,  and  yet  my  love  doth  wake. 
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My  love  doth  rage,  and  yet  my  Love  doth  rest  ; 
Fear  in  my  love,  and  yet  my  Love  secure, 

Peace  in  my  Love,  and  yet  my  love  opprest, 
Impatient,  yet  of  perfect  temperature  ; 

Sleep,  dainty  Love,  while  I  sigh  for  thy  sake. 

So  sleeps  my  Love,  and  yet  my  love  doth  wake. 

Dowland. 


think’st  thou,  then,  by  feigning 
Sleep,  with  a  grand  disdaining 
Or  with  thy  crafty  closing 
Thy  cruel  eyes  reposing, 

To  drive  me  from  thy  sight 
When  sleep  yields  more  delight 
Such  harmless  beauty  gracing. 
And  while  sleep  feigned  is 
May  not  I  steal  a  kiss 
Thy  quiet  arms  embracing  ? 

O  that  thy  sleep  dissembled 
Were  to  a  trance  resembled. 

Thy  cruel  eyes  deceiving 
Of  lively  sense  bereaving. 

Then  should  my  love  requite 
Thy  love’s  unkind  despite, 

While  fury  triumphed  boldly 
In  beauty’s  sweet  disgrace 
And  lived  in  deep  embrace 
Of  her  that  loved  so  coldly. 
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Should  then  my  love  aspiring, 

Forbidden  joys  desiring, 

So  far  exceed  the  duty 
That  virtue  owes  to  Beauty  ? 

No,  Love,  seek  not  thy  bliss 
Beyond  a  simple  kiss, 

For  such  deceits  are  harmless  ; 

Yet  kiss  a  thousand  fold, 

For  kisses  may  be  bold 
When  lovely  sleep  is  armless. 

Dozvland. 


weep  you  no  more,  sad  fountains  ; 

What  need  you  flow  so  fast ; 
Look  how  the  snowy  mountains 
Heaven’s  sun  doth  gently  waste  ! 
But  my  sun’s  heavenly  eyes, 

View  not  your  weeping, 

That  now  lies  sleeping 
Softly,  now  softly  lies 
Sleeping. 


Sleep  is  a  reconciling, 

A  rest  that  peace  begets  ; 
Doth  not  the  sun  rise  smiling 
When  fair  at  ev’n  he  sets  ? 
Rest  you  then,  rest,  sad  eyes  ! 
Melt  not  in  weeping, 

While  she  lies  sleeping, 
Softly,  now  softly  lies 
Sleeping. 
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SEAL  UP  HER  EYES,  O  sleep,  but  flow 
Mild  as  her  manners,  to  and  fro  ; 

Slide  soft  into  her,  that  yet  she 
May  yet  receive  no  wound  from  thee. 

And  yet  present  her  thoughts,  O  dreams, 

With  hushing  winds  and  purling  streams, 
Whiles  hovering  silence  sits  without, 

Careful  to  keep  disturbance  out. 

Thus  seize  her,  sleep,  thus  her  again  resign, 

So  what  was  Heaven’s  gift  we’ll  reckon  thine. 

William  Cartwright. 


SEE,  HOW  LIKE  twilight  slumber  falls 
T’  obscure  the  glory  of  those  balls  ; 
And  as  she  sleeps, 

See  how  light  creeps 
Through  the  chinks  and  beautifies 
The  rayey  fringe  of  her  fair  eyes. 


Observe  Love’s  feuds,  how  fast  they  fly 
To  every  heart  from  her  closed  eye. 
What  then  will  she 
When  waking  be  ? 

A  glowing  light  for  all  t’  admire, 

Such  as  would  set  the  world  on  fire. 


Then  seal  her  eyelids,  gentle  sleep, 
Whilst  cares  of  her  mine  open  keep, 
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Lock  up,  I  say, 

Those  doors  of  day, 

Which  with  the  morn  for  lustre  strive, 

That  I  may  look  on  her,  and  live. 

Charles  Cotton. 
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night  divine,  mother  of  all  things  fair, 

Thou  that  dost  know  Love’s  revels — hear  my 
prayer, 

When  Heliodora’s  arms  that  cozen  sleep 
In  her  warm  couch  their  willing  prisoner  keep, 

Do  thou  put  out  the  light,  while  on  her  breast 
Rocked  like  Endymion,  by  a  goddess’  side  I  rest. 

Meleager ,  trs.  F.  A.  Wright. 


now  sleep,  and  take  thy  rest, 

Once  grieved  and  pained  wight, 

Since  she  now  loves  thee  best 
Who  is  thy  heart’s  delight. 

Let  joy  be  thy  soul’s  guest, 

And  care  be  banished  quite, 

Since  she  hath  thee  expressed 
To  be  her  favourite. 

James  Mabbe. 


and  when  those  deep  and  burning  moments  passed, 
And  Juan  sank  to  sleep  within  her  arms, 

She  slept  not,  but  all  tenderly,  though  fast, 

Sustain’d  his  head  upon  her  bosom’s  charms  ; 

And  now  and  then  her  eye  to  heaven  is  cast, 

And  then  on  the  pale  cheek  her  breast  now  warms, 
Pillow’d  on  her  o’er-flowing  heart,  which  pants 
With  all  it  granted,  and  with  all  it  grants. 
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An  infant  when  it  gazes  on  the  light, 

A  child  the  moment  when  it  drains  the  breast, 

A  devotee  when  soars  the  Host  in  sight, 

An  Arab  with  a  stranger  for  a  guest, 

A  sailor  when  the  prize  has  struck  in  fight, 

A  miser  filling  his  most  hoarded  chest, 

Feel  rapture,  but  not  such  true  joy  are  reaping 

As  they  who  watch  o’er  what  they  love  while  sleeping. 


For  there  it  lies  so  tranquil,  so  beloved  ; 

All  that  it  hath  of  life  with  us  is  living  ; 

So  gentle,  stirless,  helpless,  and  unmoved, 

And  all  unconscious  of  the  joy  ’tis  giving  ; 

All  it  hath  felt,  inflicted,  pass’d  and  proved, 

Hush’d  into  depths  beyond  the  watcher’s  diving  ; 
There  lies  the  thing  we  love  with  all  its  errors  ; 

And  all  its  charms,  like  death  without  its  terrors. 

The  lady  watch’d  her  lover — and  that  hour 
Of  Love’s,  and  Night’s  and  Ocean’s  solitude, 
O’er-flow’d  her  soul  with  their  united  power  ; 

Amidst  the  barren  sand  and  rocks  so  rude, 

She  and  her  wave-worn  love  had  made  their  bower, 
Where  nought  upon  their  passion  could  intrude, 
And  all  the  stars  that  crowded  the  blue  space, 

Saw  nothing  happier  than  her  glowing  face. 

Byron. 


the  day  is  gone,  and  all  its  sweets  are  gone  ! 

Sweet  voice,  sweet  lips,  soft  hands  and  softer  breast, 
Warm  breath,  light  whisper,  tender  semi-tone, 

Bright  eyes,  accomplish’d  shape,  and  lang’rous  waist  ! 
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Faded  the  flower  and  all  its  budded  charms, 
Faded  the  sight  of  beauty  from  my  eyes, 

Faded  the  shape  of  beauty  from  my  arms. 

Faded  the  voice,  warmth,  whiteness,  paradise — 
Vanished  unseasonably  at  shut  of  eve, 

When  the  dusk  holiday — or  holinight 
Of  fragrant-curtain ’d  love  begins  to  weave 
One  woof  of  darkness  thick  for  hid  delight ; 

But  as  I’ve  read  love’s  missal  through  to-day, 
He’ll  let  me  sleep,  seeing  I  fast  and  pray, 

Keats. 


sleep,  the  fresh  dew  of  languid  love,  the  rain 
Whose  drops  quench  kisses  till  they  burn  again. 

Shelley. 
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ith  lullay,  lullay,  lyke  a  chylde 
Thou  slepest  to  long,  thou  art  begylde. 
My  darling  dere,  my  daysy  floure, 

Let  me,  quod  he,  ly  in  your  lap. 

Ly  styll,  quod  she,  my  paramoure, 

Ly  styll,  hardely,  and  take  a  nap. 

Hys  bed  was  hevy,  such  was  his  hap, 

All  drowsy,  dremyng,  dround  in  slepe, 

That  of  hys  love  he  toke  no  kepe 
With  hey,  lullay,  lullay,  etc. 


With  ba,  ba,  ba,  and  bas,  bas,  bas, 

She  cheryshed  him  both  cheke  and  chyn, 
That  he  wyst  never  where  he  was. 

He  had  forgotten  all  dedely  syn. 

He  wanted  wyt  her  love  to  wyn, 

He  trusted  her  payment,  and  lost  all  hys  pay  : 
She  left  him  sleping  and  stole  away 
With  hey  lullay,  lullay,  etc. 


Skelton. 


SLEEPLESSNESS 


flock  of  sheep  that  leisurely  pass  by 
One  after  one  ;  the  sound  of  rain,  and  bees 
Murmuring ;  the  fall  of  rivers,  wind  and  seas, 
Smooth  fields,  white  sheets  of  water  and  pure 
sky  ; 

I’ve  thought  of  all  by  turns,  and  still  I  lie 
Sleepless  ;  and  soon  the  small  birds’  melodies 
I  must  hear,  first  utter’d  from  my  orchard  trees, 

And  the  first  Cuckoo’s  melancholy  cry. 

Even  thus  last  night,  and  two  nights  more,  I  lie, 

And  could  not  coin  thee,  Sleep  !  by  any  stealth  : 

So  do  not  let  me  wear  to-night  away. 

Without  thee  what  is  all  the  morning’s  wealth  ? 

Come,  blessed  barrier  betwixt  day  and  day, 

Dear  mother  of  fresh  thoughts  and  joyous  health. 

Wordsworth. 


“  so  they  went  early  to  their  beds,  and  carelessly 
wished  one  another  good-night,  none  of  them  supposing 
slumber  to  be  anywhere  one  of  the  warlike  arts,  a  para¬ 
doxical  thing  you  must  battle  for  and  can  only  win  at  last 
when  utterly  beaten. 


Designing  slumberers  are  such  infants.  When  they 
have  undressed  and  stretched  themselves  flat,  it  seems 
that  they  have  really  gone  back  to  their  mothers’  breasts, 
and  they  fret  at  whatsoever  does  not  smack  of  nature,  or 
custom. 
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They  swam  on  vasty  deeps,  they  knocked  at  rusty 
gates,  they  shouldered  all  the  weapons  of  black  Insomnia’s 
armoury,  and  became  her  soldiery,  doing  her  will  upon 
themselves.  Of  her  originally  sprang  the  inspired  teach¬ 
ing  of  the  doom  of  men  to  excruciation  in  endlessness. 
She  is  the  fountain  of  the  infinite  ocean  whereon  the 
exceedingly  sensitive  soul  is  tumbled  everlastingly,  with 
the  diversion  of  hot  pincers  to  appease  its  appetite  for 
change.” 

Meredith , 
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ly  hence,  shadows,  that  do  keep 
Watchful  sorrows  charmed  in  sleep  ! 
Tho’  the  eyes  be  overtaken, 

Yet  the  heart  doth  ever  waken 
Thought,  chained  up  in  busy  snares 
Of  continual  woes  and  cares  : 

Loves  and  griefs  are  so  exprest 
As  they  rather  sigh  than  rest. 

Fly  hence,  shadows,  that  do  keep 
Watchful  sorrows  charmed  in  sleep  ! 

Ford. 


THE  CYPRESS  curtain  of  the  night  is  spread, 
And  over  all  a  silent  dew  is  cast. 

The  weaker  cares,  by  sleep  are  conquered, 

But  I  alone  with  hideous  grief  aghast 
In  spite  of  Morpheus’  charms  a  watch  do  keep 
Over  mine  eyes,  to  banish  careless  sleep. 


Yet  oft  my  trembling  eyes  through  faintness  close, 
And  then  the  map  of  Hell  before  me  stands, 
Which  ghosts  do  see,  and  I  am  one  of  those 
Ordained  to  pine  in  sorrow’s  endless  bands, 

Since  from  my  wretched  soul  all  hopes  are  reft. 
And  now  no  cause  of  life  is  to  me  left. 


Grief,  seize  my  soul,  for  that  will  still  endure, 
When  my  crazed  body  is  consumed  and  gone. 
Bear  it  to  thy  black  den,  there,  keep  it  sure, 
Where  thou  ten  thousand  souls  dost  tire  upon. 
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Yet  all  do  not  afford  such  food  to  thee 
As  this  poor  one,  the  worse r  part  of  me. 

Campion. 


the  wild  winds  weep, 

And  the  night  is  a-cold  ; 

Come  hither,  Sleep, 

And  my  griefs  unfold  : 

But  lo  !  the  morning  peeps 
Over  the  Eastern  steeps 
And  the  rustling  beds  of  dawn 
The  earth  do  scorn. 

Blake. 


.  .  .  SILENT  moves 
The  feet  of  angels  bright ; 
Unseen  they  pour  blessing, 
And  joy  without  ceasing, 
On  each  bud  and  blossom  ; 
And  each  sleeping  bosom. 


They  look  in  every  thoughtless  nest, 
Where  birds  are  covered  warm  ; 
They  visit  caves  of  every  beast, 

To  keep  them  all  from  harm, 

If  they  see  any  weeping 
That  should  have  been  sleeping, 
They  pour  sleep  on  their  head, 

And  sit  down  on  their  bed. 
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FROM  DREAMS,  where  thought  in  fancy’s  maze  runs  mad, 
To  reason,  that  heaven-lighted  lamp  in  man, 

Once  more,  I  wake  ;  and  at  the  destined  hour 
Punctual  as  lovers  to  the  moment  sworn, 

I  keep  my  assignation  with  my  woe. 

Young. 


•  .  .  and  when  my  nightly  couch  I  try, 
Sore  harassed  out  with  care  and  grief, 

My  toil-beat  nerves,  and  tear-worn  eye, 
Keep  watchings  with  the  nightly  thief ! 

Or,  if  I  slumber,  Fancy,  chief, 

Reigns  haggard  wild,  in  sore  affright : 

Ev’n  day,  all  bitter,  brings  relief 
From  such  a  horror-breathing  night. 

Burns. 
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the  night  long  I  grieve  ;  and  when  I  fall 
that  uneasy  sleep  that  morning  brings, 
tart  awakened  and  faint  I  hear  the  call 
swallows  twittering  ere  the  day  begins 
Again  I  feel  the  smart  of  tears,  again 
Rhodanthe’s  image  burns  my  fevered  breast, 

I  close  my  weary  eyes  :  ’tis  all  in  vain, 

I  know  no  more  of  rest. 


O  cruel  swallows,  cease  to  vex  me  still, 

I  did  not  rob  fair  Philomel  of  song  ; 

Go  to  the  hoopoe’s  nest  upon  the  hill 
And  there  your  plaint  for  Itylus  prolong, 

But  let  me  sleep,  that  I  to  dream  may  try, 

And  fancy  in  Rhodanthe’s  arms  I  lie. 

Agathias,  trs.  F.  A.  Wright. 


that  night,  its  sleepless  hours  I’ll  ne’er  forget, 

On  Heliodora  all  my  thoughts  are  set, 

My  eyes  still  feel  the  smart  of  those  glad  tears 
When  each  grey  morn  with  slanting  beams  appears. 
Ah  does  she  too,  I  wonder,  think  of  me 
And  cherish  yet  our  love’s  dear  memory, 

To  my  cold  picture  give  her  kisses  warm, 

And  as  she  sleeps  with  tears  bedew  her  arm  ; 

In  dreams  upon  her  heart  me  close  embrace, 
Deluded  by  the  phantom  of  my  face  ? 

Or  can  it  be  that  with  new  fire  she  burns, 

To  some  new  love  her  fancy  lightly  turns  ? 

Such  sights,  dear  lamp,  I  pray  thou  never  see, 

I  left  her  safely,  keep  her  safe  for  me. 

Meleager,  trs.  F.  A.  Wright. 
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’twas  dead  of  night,  when  weary  bodies  close 
Their  eyes  in  balmy  sleep,  and  soft  repose  : 

The  winds  no  longer  whisper  through  the  woods  ; 

Nor  murmuring  tides  disturb  the  gentle  floods. 

The  stars  in  silent  order  moved  around  ; 

And  Peace,  with  downy  wings,  was  brooding  on  the 
ground. 

The  flocks  and  herds,  and  parti-coloured  fowl 
Which  haunt  the  woods  or  swim  the  weedy  pool. 
Stretched  on  the  quiet  earth,  securely  lay, 

Forgetting  the  past  labours  of  the  day  ; 

All  else  of  Nature’s  common  gift  partake  ; 

Unhappy  Dido  was  alone  awake  ! 

Nor  sleep  nor  ease  the  furious  queen  can  find  : 

Sleep  fled  her  eyes,  as  quiet  fled  her  mind. 

Despair,  and  rage,  and  love  divide  her  heart, 

Despair  and  rage  had  some,  but  love  the  greater  part. 

Virgil ,  trs.  Dry  den. 


o  cruel  love,  on  thee  I  lay 
My  curse,  which  shall  strike  blind  the  day  ; 
Never  may  sleep  with  velvet  hand 
Charm  thine  eyes  with  sacred  wand  ; 

Thy  jailors  shall  be  hopes  and  fears, 

Thy  prison-mates  groans,  sighs,  and  tears, 

Thy  play  to  wear  out  weary  times, 

Fantastic  passions,  vows,  and  rhymes  ; 

Thy  bread  be  frowns,  thy  drink  be  gall, 

Such  as  when  you  Phao  call ; 

The  bed  thou  best  on  be  despair, 

Thy  sleep  fond  dreams,  thy  dreams  long  care, 
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Hope,  like  the  fool  at  thy  bed’s  head, 

Mock  thee  till  madness  strike  thee  dead, 

As,  Phao,  thou  dost  me  with  thy  proud  eyes, 

In  thee  poor  Sappho  lives,  for  thee  she  dies. 

Lyly. 


WEARY  WITH  toil  I  haste  me  to  my  bed, 

The  dear  repose  for  limbs  with  travel  tired  ; 

But  then  begins  a  journey  in  my  head, 

To  work  my  mind,  when  body’s  works  expired  : 

For  then  my  thoughts  (from  far  where  I  abide) 
Intend  a  zealous  pilgrimage  to  thee, 

And  keep  my  drooping  eyelids  open  wide, 

Looking  on  darkness  which  the  blind  doth  see  : 
Save  that  my  soul’s  imaginary  flight 
Presents  thy  shadow  to  my  sightless  view, 

Which,  like  a  jewel  hung  in  ghastly  night, 

Makes  black  night  beauteous,  and  her  old  face  new. 
So  !  thus  by  day  my  limbs,  by  night  my  mind, 

For  thee,  and  for  myself,  no  quiet  find. 

Shakespeare. 


is  it  thy  will  thy  image  should  keep  open 
My  heavy  eyelids  to  the  weary  night  ? 

Dost  thou  desire  my  slumbers  should  be  broken, 
While  shadows,  like  to  thee,  do  mock  my  sight  ? 
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Is  it  thy  spirit  that  thou  sendst  from  thee 
So  far  from  home,  into  my  deeds  to  pry  ; 

To  find  out  shames  and  idle  hours  in  me, 

The  scope  and  tenor  of  thy  jealousy  ? 

O  no  !  thy  love,  though  much,  is  not  so  great 
It  is  my  love  that  keeps  mine  eye  awake  ; 

Thine  own  true  love  that  doth  my  rest  defeat, 

To  play  the  watchman  ever  for  thy  sake  : 

For  thee  watch  I,  whilst  thou  dost  wake  elsewhere, 
From  me  far  off,  with  others  all  too  near. 

Shakespeare. 


NOW  WAS  THE  time  when  man  and  bird  and  beast, 
Gives  to  his  traveld  bodie  due  repose, 

When  some  on  beds,  and  some  on  boords  do  rest, 
Sleepe  making  them  forget  both  friends  and  foes. 
But  cares  do  thee,  Orlando,  so  molest, 

That  scarce  thou  canst  thine  eyes  a  little  close, 

And  yet  that  fugitive  and  little  slumber, 

With  dreams  unpleasant  thee  doth  vex  or  cumber. 


Now  lay  Orlando  on  his  restless  bed  ; 

Thinking  with  sleep  to  rest  his  troubled  sprite, 

But  still  a  thousand  thoughts  possest  his  head, 
Troubling  his  mind  and  sleep  expelling  quite  : 

As  circles  in  a  water  cleare  are  spred, 

When  sunne  doth  shine  by  day  and  moone  by  night, 
Succeeding  one  another  in  a  ranke, 

Till  all  by  one  and  one  do  touch  the  banke. 

Ariosto,  trs.  Harington. 
182 


SLEEPLESS  LOVE 


girt  in  dark  growths,  yet  glimmering  with  one  star, 
O  night  desirous  as  the  nights  of  youth  ! 

Why  should  my  heart  within  thy  spell,  forsooth, 

Now  beat  as  the  bride’s  finger-pulses  are 
Quickened  within  the  girdling  golden  bar  ? 

What  wings  are  these  that  fan  my  pillow  smooth  ? 
And  why  does  sleep,  waved  back  by  Joy  and  Ruth, 
Tread  softly  round  and  gaze  at  me  from  far  ? 

Nay,  night  deep-leaved  !  And  would  Love  feign  in  thee 
Some  shadowy  palpitating  grove  that  bears 
Rest  for  man’s  eyes  and  music  for  his  ears  ? 

O  lovely  night  !  art  thou  not  known  to  me, 

A  thicket  hung  with  masks  of  mockery  ! 

And  watered  with  the  wasteful  warmth  of  tears  ? 

D.  G.  Rossetti. 


THEN  ARE  THE  NIGHT-SKIRTS  left  behind 
By  daybreak  hours  that  onward  creep, 

And  then,  alas  !  the  shred  of  sleep 
That  wavers  with  the  spirits  wind  : 

But  in  half  dreams  that  shift  and  roll 
And  still  remember  and  forget, 

My  soul  this  hour  has  drawn  your  soul 
A  little  nearer  yet. 

D.  G.  Rossetti. 


how  LANG  and  dreary  is  the  night 
When  I  am  frae  my  dearie ; 

I  sleepless  lie  frae  e’en  to  morn, 
Though  I  were  ne’er  sae  weary  ; 
I  sleepless  lie  frae  e’en  to  morn, 
Though  I  were  ne’er  sae  weary, 
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How  slow  ye  move,  ye  heavy  hours, 

As  ye  were  wae  and  weary  ! 

It  was  na  sae  ye  glinted  by 
When  I  was  wi’  my  dearie  ; 

It  was  na  sae  ye  glinted  by 
When  I  was  wi’  my  dearie. 

Burns. 
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! !  awake  !  thou  heavy  sprite, 
sleep  st  the  deadly  sleep  of  sin, 
now  and  walk  the  ways  of  light, 
not  too  late  yet  to  begin. 

Seek  heaven  early,  seek  it  late 
True  Faith  still  finds  an  open  gate. 

Get  UP>  get  up,  thou  leaden  man, 

Thy  track  is  endless  joy  or  pain, 

Yields  but  the  model  of  a  span, 

Yet  burns  out  thy  life’s  lamp  in  vain, 

One  minute  bounds  thy  bane  or  bliss, 

Then  watch  and  labour,  while  time  is. 

Campion. 


let  not  the  sluggish  sleep 
Close  up  thy  waking  eye, 

Until  with  judgment  deep 
Thy  daily  deeds  thou  try  ; 

He  that  one  sin  in  conscience  keeps 
When  he  to  quiet  goes, 

More  vent’rous  is  than  he  that  sleeps 
With  twenty  mortal  foes. 

William  Byrd. 


to  sleep  without  Thee  is  to  die ; 

Yet  ’tis  a  death  partakes  of  hell ; 

For  where  thou  dost  not  close  the  eye 
It  never  opens,  I  can  tell. 

In  such  a  dark  Aegyptian  border, 

The  shades  of  death  dwell,  and  disorder. 

Vaughan. 
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TELL  ME  MY  GOD,  I  live 
’Tis  true,  I  live  :  but  I  so  sleep  withal, 

I  cannot  move,  scarce  hear  when  Thou  dost  call, 
Sin’s  lullabies  charm  me  when  I  would  come, 

But  draw  me  after  Thee,  and  I  will  run. 

Vaughan. 


BODY. 

farewell  !  I  go  to  sleep  ;  but  when 
The  Day-star  springs,  Tie  wake  again. 


Soul. 

Go,  sleep  in  peace  ;  and  when  thou  lyest 
Unnumber’d  in  thy  dust,  when  all  this  frame 
Is  but  one  dramme,  and  what  thou  now  descriest 
In  sev’rall  parts  shall  want  a  name, 

Then  may  His  peace  be  with  thee,  and  each  dust, 
Writ  in  His  book,  who  ne’r  betray’d  man’s  trust. 


Body. 

Amen  !  but  hark,  ere  we  two  stray, 
How  many  hours  do’st  think  ’till  day  ? 


Soul. 

Ah  go  ;  thou’rt  weak,  and  sleepie.  Heav’n 
Is  a  plain  watch,  and  without  figures  winds 
All  ages  up  ;  Who  drew  this  circle,  even 
He,  fils  it ;  dayes  and  hours  are  blinds. 

Yet  this  take  with  thee  ;  The  last  gasp  of  Time, 
Is  thy  first  breath,  and  man’s  eternall  prime. 

Vaughan. 
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so  sleeps  A  pilot  whose  poor  bark  is  prest 
With  many  a  merciless  o’ermastering  wave  ; 

For  whom  (as  dead)  the  wrathful  winds  contest 
Which  of  them  deep’st  shall  dig  her  watery  grave 
Why  dost  thou  let  thy  brave  soul  be  suprest 
In  death-like  slumbers  while  thy  dangers  crave, 
Awaking  eye  and  hand  ?  look  up  and  see 
The  Fates  ripe,  in  their  great  conspiracy. 

Crashaw. 


man  sleeps,  and  man  alone  ;  and  man  whose  fate, 
Fate  irreversible,  entire,  extreme, 

Endless,  hair-hung,  breeze-shaken,  o’er  the  gulf 
A  moment  trembles  ;  drops  !  and  man,  for  whom 
All  else  is  in  alarm  ;  man  the  sole  cause 
Of  this  surrounding  storm  !  and  yet  he  sleeps, 

As  the  storm  rocked  to  rest. 

Young. 


sound  the  deep  waters : — 

Who  shall  sound  that  deep  ? — 
Too  short  the  plummet, 

And  the  watchmen  sleep. 

Some  dream  of  effort 
Up  a  toilsome  steep  : 

Some  dream  of  pasture  grounds 
For  harmless  sheep. 
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White  shapes  flit  to  and  fro 
From  mast  to  mast ; 

They  feel  the  distant  tempest, 
That  nears  them  fast : 

Great  rocks  are  straight  ahead, 
Great  shoals  not  past ; 

They  shout  to  one  another 
Upon  the  blast. 


Oh  soft  the  streams  drop  music 
Between  the  hills, 

And  musical  the  birds’  nests 
Beside  those  rills  : 

The  nests  are  types  of  home 
Love-hidden  from  ills, 

The  nests  are  types  of  spirits 
Love  music  fills. 


So  dream  the  sleepers, 

Each  man  in  his  place  ; 

The  lightning  shows  the  smile 
Upon  each  face. 

The  ship  is  driving, — driving, — 
It  drives  apace  : 

And  sleepers  smile,  and  spirits 
Bewail  their  case. 


The  lightning  glares  and  reddens 
Across  the  skies  ; 

It  seems  but  sunset 
To  those  sleeping  eyes 
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When  did  the  sun  go  down 
On  such  a  wise  ? 

From  such  a  sunset 
When  shall  day  arise  ? 


“  Wake,”  call  the  spirits  : 

But  to  heedless  ears  ; 

They  have  forgotten  sorrows 
And  hopes  and  fears  ; 

They  have  forgotten  perils 
And  smiles  and  tears  ; 

Their  dream  has  held  them  long, 
Long  years  and  years. 


“  Wake,”  call  the  spirits  again  ! 

But  it  would  take 
A  louder  summons 
To  bid  them  awake. 

Some  dream  of  pleasure 
For  another’s  sake  : 

Some  dream,  forgetful 
Of  a  lifelong  ache. 


One  by  one  slowly, 

Ah,  how  sad  and  slow  ! 
Wailing  and  praying 
The  spirits  rise  and  go. 
Clear  stainless  spirits, 

White,  as  white  as  snow  ; 
Pale  spirits,  wailing 
For  an  overthrow. 
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One  by  one  flitting, 

Like  a  mournful  bird 

Whose  song  is  tired  at  last 
For  no  mate  is  heard. 

The  loving  voice  is  silent, 

The  useless  word  ; 

One  by  one  flitting 

Sick  with  hope  deferred. 

Driving  and  driving, 

The  ship  drives  amain  : 

While  swift  from  mast  to  mast 
Shapes  flit  again, 

Flit  silent  as  the  silence 
Where  men  lie  slain  ; 

Their  shadow  cast  upon  the  sails 
Is  like  a  stain. 


No  voice  to  call  the  sleepers, 

No  hand  to  raise  ; 

They  sleep  to  death  in  dreaming 
Of  length  of  days. 

Vanity  of  vanities, 

The  Preacher  says, 

Vanity  is  the  end 
Of  all  their  ways. 

Christina  Rossetti. 
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OU  spotted  snakes  with  double  tongue, 
Thorny  hedgehogs,  be  not  seen  ; 

Newts,  and  blind-worms,  do  no  wrong  ; 
Come  not  near  our  fairy  queen  : 

Philomel,  with  melody, 

Sing  in  our  sweet  lullaby  : 

Lulla,  lulla,  lullaby,  lulla,  lulla,  lullaby. 

Never  harm, 

Nor  spell,  nor  charm, 

Come  our  lovely  lady  nigh  ; 

So  good-night,  with  lullaby. 

Weaving  spiders,  come  not  here  : 

Hence,  you  long-legged  spinners,  hence  ! 

Beetles  black,  approach  not  near  ; 

Worm,  nor  snail,  do  no  offence  : 

Philomel,  with  melody, 

Sing  in  our  sweet  lullaby  : 

Lulla,  lulla,  lullaby,  lulla,  lulla,  lullaby. 

Shakespeare. 


BE  not  afeard  :  the  isle  is  full  of  noises, 

Sounds,  and  sweet  airs,  that  give  delight,  and  hurt 
not. 

Sometimes  a  thousand  twangling  instruments 
Will  hum  about  mine  ears  ;  and  sometimes  voices, 
That,  if  I  then  had  wak’d  after  long  sleep, 

Will  make  me  sleep  again  :  and  then,  in  dreaming, 

The  clouds,  methought,  would  open,  and  show  riches 
Ready  to  drop  upon  me,  that  when  I  wak’d 
I  cry’d  to  dream  again. 
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quiet  sleep,  or  I  will  make 
Erinnys  whip  thee  with  a  snake, 

And  cruel  Rhadamanthus  take 
Thy  body  to  the  boiling  lake, 

Where  fire  and  brimstone  never  slake, 

Thy  heart  shall  burn,  thy  head  shall  ache, 
And  every  joint  about  thee  quake, 

And  therefore  dare  not  yet  to  wake. 


Quiet  sleep,  or  thou  shalt  see 
The  horrid  hags  of  Tartary, 

Whose  tresses  ugly  serpents  be, 

And  Cerberus  shall  bark  at  thee. 

And  all  the  Furies  that  are  three — 

The  wrorst  is  called  Tisiphone — 

Shall  lash  thee  to  eternity, 

And  therefore  sleep  thou  peacefully. 

Thomas  Randolph. 


SON  of  erebus  and  night, 

Hie  away  :  and  aim  thy  flight 
Where  consort  none  other  fowl 
Than  the  bat  and  sullen  owl ; 
Where  upon  thy  limber  grass, 
Poppy  and  mandragoras, 

With  like  simples  not  a  few, 
Hang  for  ever  drops  of  dew  : 
Where  flows  Lethe  without  coil 
Softly  like  a  stream  of  oil. 

Hie  thee  hither,  gentle  sleep, 
With  this  Greek  no  longer  keep, 
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Thrice  I  charge  thee  by  my  wand, 

Thrice  with  moly  from  my  hand 
Do  I  touch  Ulysses  eyes, 

And  with  the  jaspis,  then  arise, 

Sagest  Greek. 

Wm.  Browne. 


and  I  was  laid  asleep,  spirit  and  limb, 

And  all  my  being  became  bright  or  dim 
As  the  moon’s  image  in  a  summer  sea, 
According  as  she  smiled  or  frowned  on  me. 


She  led  me  to  a  cave  in  that  wild  place, 

And  sat  beside  me  with  her  downward  face 
Illumining  my  slumbers,  like  the  moon 
Waxing  and  waning  o’er  Endymion. 

Shelley. 


for  merin  once  had  told  her  of  a  charm, 

The  which  if  ever  wrought  on  anyone 
With  woven  paces  and  with  waving  arms, 

The  man  so  wrought  on  ever  seem’d  to  lie 
Clos’d  in  the  four  walls  of  a  hollow  tower 
From  which  was  no  escape  for  evermore  : 

And  none  could  find  that  man  for  evermore, 

Nor  could  he  see  but  him  who  wrought  the  charm 

Coming  and  going,  and  he  lay  as  dead 

And  lost  to  life  and  use  and  name  and  fame. 
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For  Merlin,  overtalk’d  and  overworn, 

Had  yielded,  told  her  all  the  charm,  and  slept. 
Then,  in  one  moment,  she  put  forth  the  charm 
Of  woven  paces  and  of  waving  hands, 

And  in  the  hollow  oak  he  lay  as  dead, 

And  lost  to  life  and  use  and  name  and  fame. 

Tennyson. 


year  after  year  unto  her  feet, 

She  lying  on  her  couch  alone, 

Across  the  purple  coverlet 

The  maiden’s  jet-black  hair  has  grown, 
On  either  side  her  tranced  form 

Forth  streaming  from  a  braid  of  pearl : 
The  slumbrous  light  is  rich  and  warm, 
And  moves  not  on  the  rounded  curl. 


The  silk  star-broidered  coverlid 
Unto  her  limbs  itself  doth  mould 
Languidly  ever  ;  and  amid 

Her  full  black  ringlets  downward  rolled, 
Glows  forth  each  softly  shadow’d  arm 
With  bracelets  of  the  diamond  bright  : 
Her  constant  beauty  doth  inform 

Stillness  with  love,  and  day  with  light. 


She  sleeps  ;  her  breathings  are  not  heard 
In  palace  chambers  far  apart, 

The  fragrant  tresses  are  not  stirr’d 
That  lie  upon  her  charmed  heart, 
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She  sleeps  !  on  either  hand  upswells 
The  gold-fringed  pillow  lightly  pressed  ; 

She  sleeps,  nor  dreams,  but  ever  dwells 
A  perfect  form  in  perfect  rest. 

Tennyson. 


“  courage,”  he  said,  and  pointed  toward  the  land, 

“  This  mounting  wave  will  roll  us  shoreward  soon.” 
In  the  afternoon  they  came  unto  a  land 
In  which  it  seemed  always  afternoon. 

All  round  the  coast  the  languid  air  did  swoon, 
Breathing  like  one  that  hath  a  weary  dream. 
Full-faced  above  the  valley  stood  the  moon  ; 

And  like  a  downward  smoke,  the  slender  stream 
Along  the  cliff  to  fall  and  pause  and  fall  did  seem. 


A  land  of  streams  !  some,  like  a  downward  smoke, 
Slow  dropping  veils  of  thinnest  lawn  did  go  : 

And  some  thro’  wavering  lights  and  shadows  broke, 
Rolling  a  slumbrous  shell  of  foam  below. 

They  saw  the  gleaming  river  seaward  flow 

From  the  inner  land  :  far  off,  three  mountain  tops, 

Three  silent  pinnacles  of  aged  snow, 

Stood  sunset-flush ’d  :  and  dew’d  with  showery  drops, 
Up-clomb  the  shadowy  pine  above  the  woven  copse. 


The  charmed  sunset  linger’d  low  adown 
In  the  red  West  :  thro’  mountain  clefts  the  dale 
Was  seen,  far  inland,  and  the  yellow  down 
Border’d  with  palm,  and  many  a  winding  vale 
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And  meadow,  set  with  slender  galingale  ; 

A  land  where  all  things  always  seem’d  the  same  ! 
And  round  about  the  keel  with  faces  pale, 

Dark  faces  pale  against  the  rosy  flame, 

The  wild-eyed  melancholy  Lotos-eaters  came. 


Branches  they  bore  of  that  enchanted  stem, 

Laden  with  flowers  and  fruit,  whereof  they  gave 
To  each,  but  whoso  did  receive  of  them 
And  taste,  to  him  the  gushing  of  the  wave 
Far  far  away  did  seem  to  mourn  and  rave 
On  alien  shores  ;  and  if  his  fellow  spake, 

His  voice  was  thin,  as  voices  from  the  grave  ; 

And  deep-asleep  he  seem’d,  yet  all  awake, 

And  music  in  his  ears  his  beating  heart  did  make. 


They  sat  them  down  upon  the  yellow  sand, 

Between  the  sun  and  moon  upon  the  shore  ; 

And  sweet  it  was  to  dream  of  Fatherland, 

Of  child,  and  wife,  and  slave  ;  but  evermore, 

Most  weary  seem’d  the  sea,  weary  the  oar, 

Weary  the  wandering  fields  of  barren  foam. 

Then  some  one  said  “  We  will  return  no  more,” 
And  all  at  once  they  sang  “  Our  island  home 
Is  far  beyond  the  wave  ;  we  will  no  longer  roam.” 


There  is  sweet  music  here  that  softer  falls 
Than  petals  from  blown  roses  on  the  grass, 

Or  night-dews  on  still  waters  between  walls 
Of  shadowy  granite,  in  a  gleaming  pass  ; 

Music  that  gentlier  on  the  spirit  lies, 

Than  tired  eyelids  upon  tired  eyes, 

Music  that  brings  sweet  sleep  down  from  the  blissful  skies 
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Here  are  cool  mosses  deep, 

And  thro’  the  moss  the  ivies  creep, 

And  in  the  stream  the  long-leaved  flowers  weep, 

And  from  the  craggy  ledge  the  poppy  hangs  in  sleep. 


Why  are  we  weigh’d  upon  with  heaviness, 

And  utterly  consumed  with  sharp  distress 
While  all  things  else  have  rest  from  weariness  ? 

All  things  have  rest,  why  should  we  toil  alone, 

We  only  toil,  who  are  the  first  of  things, 

And  make  perpetual  moan, 

Still  from  one  sorrow  to  another  thrown  : 

Nor  ever  fold  our  wings, 

And  cease  from  wanderings, 

Nor  steep  our  brows  in  slumber’s  holy  balm  ; 

Nor  hearken  what  the  inner  spirit  sings, 

<!  There  is  no  joy  but  calm  !  ” 

Why  should  we  only  toil,  the  roof  and  crown  of  things  ? 


Lo  !  in  the  middle  of  the  wood, 

The  folded  leaf  is  woo’d  from  out  the  bud 
With  winds  upon  the  branch,  and  there 
Grows  green  and  broad,  and  takes  no  care, 
Sun-steeped  at  noon,  and  in  the  moon 
Nightly  dew-fed  ;  and  turning  yellow 
Falls,  and  floats  adown  the  air. 

Lo  !  sweetened  with  the  summer  light 
The  full-juiced  apple,  waxing  over-mellow, 
Drops  in  a  silent  Autumn  night. 

All  its  allotted  length  of  days 
The  flower  ripens  in  its  place, 

Ripens  and  fades,  and  falls,  and  hath  no  toil, 
Fast  rooted  in  the  fruitful  soil. 
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Hateful  is  the  dark  blue  sky, 

Vaulted  o’er  the  dark  blue  sea. 

Death  is  the  end  of  life  ;  ah,  why 
Should  life  all  labour  be  ? 

Let  us  alone.  Time  driveth  onward  fast, 

And  in  a  little  while  our  lips  are  dumb. 

Let  us  alone.  What  is  it  that  will  last  ? 

All  things  are  taken  from  us,  and  become 
Portions  and  parcels  of  the  dreadful  Past. 

Let  us  alone,  What  pleasure  can  we  have 
To  war  with  evil  ?  Is  there  any  peace 
In  ever  climbing  up  the  climbing  wave  ? 

All  things  have  rest,  and  ripen  toward  the  grave 
In  silence  ;  ripen,  fall  and  cease  : 

Give  us  long  rest  or  death,  dark  death,  or  dreamful  ease 


How  sweet  it  were,  hearing  the  downward  stream, 
With  half-shut  eyes  ever  to  seem 
Falling  asleep  in  a  half  dream  ! 

To  dream  and  dream,  like  yonder  amber  light, 

To  hear  each  other’s  whispered  speech  ; 

Eating  the  lotos  day  by  day, 

To  watch  the  crisping  ripples  on  the  beach, 

And  tender  curving  lines  of  creamy  spray  ; 

To  lend  our  hearts  and  spirits  wholly 
To  the  influence  of  milk-minded  melancholy  ; 

To  muse  and  brood  and  live  again  in  memory 

With  those  old  faces  of  our  infancy 

Heap’d  over  with  a  mound  of  grass 

Two  handfuls  of  white  dust,  shut  in  an  urn  of  brass. 


Dear  is  the  memory  of  our  wedded  lives, 
And  dear  the  last  embraces  of  our  wives 
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And  their  warm  tears  :  but  all  hath  suffer’d  change  ; 
For  surely  now  our  household  hearths  are  cold  : 

Our  sons  inherit  us  :  our  looks  are  strange  : 

And  we  should  come  like  ghosts  to  trouble  joy, 

Or  else  the  island  princes  over-bold 

Have  eat  our  substance,  and  the  minstrel  sings 

Before  them  of  the  ten  years  war  in  Troy, 

And  our  great  deed,  as  half-forgotten  things, 

Is  there  confusion  in  the  little  isle  ? 

Let  what  is  broken  so  remain 
The  Gods  are  hard  to  reconcile  : 

’Tis  hard  to  settle  order  once  again. 

There  is  confusion  worse  than  death, 

Trouble  on  trouble,  pain  on  pain, 

Long  labour  unto  aged  breath, 

Sore  task  to  hearts  worn  out  by  many  wars 
And  eyes  grow  dim  by  gazing  on  the  pilot-stars. 


But  propt  on  beds  of  amaranth  and  moly 
How  sweet  (while  warm  airs  lull  us,  blowing  lowly) 

With  half-dropt  eyelid  still, 

Beneath  a  heaven  dark  and  holy, 

To  watch  the  long  bright  river  drawing  slowly 
His  waters  from  the  purple  mill — 

To  hear  the  dewy  echoes  calling 

From  cave  to  cave  thro’  the  thick  twined  vine — 

To  watch  the  emerald-coloured  water  falling 
Thro’  many  a  wov’n  acanthus  leaf  divine  ! 

Only  to  hear  and  see  the  far  off  sparkling  brine, 

Only  to  hear  were  sweet,  stretched  out  beneath  the 
pine. 
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The  Lotos  blooms  below  the  flowery  peak  : 

The  Lotos  blows  by  every  winding  creek  : 

All  day  the  wind  breathes  low  with  mellower  tone  ; 
Thro’  every  hollow  cave  and  alley  lone 
Round  and  round  the  spiry  downs  the  yellow  Lotos  dust 
is  blown 

We  have  had  enough  of  action,  and  of  motion  we 
Roll’d  to  starboard,  roll’d  to  larboard,  when  the  surge  was 
seething  free, 

Where  the  wallowing  monster  spouted  his  foam  fountains 
in  the  sea. 

Let  us  swear  an  oath,  and  keep  it  with  an  equal  mind 
In  the  hollow  Lotos-land  to  live  and  lie  reclined 
On  the  hills  like  gods  together,  careless  of  mankind 
Far  they  lie  beside  their  nectar,  and  the  bolts  are 
hurl’d 

Far  below  them  in  the  valleys,  and  the  clouds  are  slightly 
curl’d 

Round  their  golden  houses,  girdled  with  the  gleaming 
world  : 

Where  they  smile  in  secret,  looking  over  wasted  lands, 
Blight  and  famine,  plague  and  earthquake,  roaring  deeps 
and  fiery  sands, 

Charging  fights,  and  flaming  towns,  and  sinking  ships,  and 
praying  hands. 

But  they  smile,  they  find  a  music  centred  in  a  doleful 
song. 

Steaming  up,  a  lamentation  and  an  ancient  tale  of 
wrong, 

Like  a  tale  of  little  meaning  tho’  the  words  are  strong  ; 
Sow  the  seed,  and  reap  the  harvest  with  enduring  toil, 
Storing  yearly  little  dues  of  wheat,  and  wine,  and  oil ; 
Till  they  perish,  and  they  suffer — some,  tis  whisper’d 
— down  in  hell 

Suffer  endless  anguish,  others  in  Elysian  valleys  dwell, 
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Resting  weary  limbs  at  last  on  beds  of  asphodel 
Surely,  surely,  slumber  is  more  sweet  than  toil,  the  shore 
Than  labour  in  the  deep  kind  ocean,  wind  and  wave  and 
oar  ; 

Oh  rest  ye,  brother  mariners,  we  will  not  wander  more. 

Tennyson. 
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uch  like  a  man  who  dreaming  in  his  sleep 
That  he  is  falling  down  some  mountain  steep 
Into  a  soundless  lake  about  whose  brim 
A  thousand  crocodiles  do  wait  for  him, 

And  hangs  but  by  one  bough  and  should  that  break 
His  life  goes  with  it,  yet  to  cry  or  speak, 

Though  fain  he  would,  can  move  nor  voice,  nor  tongue. 

W.  Browne. 


others,  according  to  Lucretius, 

Struggle  and  grone,  as  if  by  panthers  torne, 

Or  lyons  teeth,  which  makes  them  loudly  mourne  : 
Some  others  seem  unto  themselves  to  dy, 

Some  climb  steep  solitudes  and  mountains  high, 

From  whence  they  seem  to  fall  inanely  down, 

Panting  with  fear,  till  wak’d,  and  scarce  their  owne, 
They  feel  about  them  if  in  bed  they  lye, 

Deceiv’d  with  dreams,  and  Night’s  imageries, 

In  vain  with  earnest  struglings  they  contend 
To  ease  themselves  ;  for  when  they  stir  and  bend 
Their  greatest  force  to  do  it,  even  then  most 
Of  all  they  faint,  and  in  their  hopes  are  crost, 

Nor  tongue,  nor  hand,  nor  foot  will  serve  their  turne, 
But  without  speech,  and  strength  within,  they  mourne. 

Vaughan. 
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cruel  dawn,  how  swift  your  beams 
To  vex  a  lover’s  rest ; 

I’ve  slept  but  for  an  hour  it  seems 
Warm  on  my  Demo’s  breast. 


Others  find  joy  in  morning’s  light 
While  I  in  anguish  grieve  ; 

O  turn  again  your  hasty  flight 
And  come  as  star  of  eve. 


O  turn  again,  as  long  ago 

You  learned  your  steps  to  trace, 

When  Zeus  commanded  “  Backward  go, 

Nor  see  Alcmena’s  face.” 

Meleager,  trs.  F.  A.  Wright. 


wake  now,  my  love,  awake  !  for  it  is  time  ; 

The  Rosy  morne  long  since  left  Tithones  bed, 

All  ready  to  her  silver  couche  to  clyme  ; 

And  Phoebus  gins  to  show  his  glorious  bed, 

Hark  !  how  the  cheerfull  birds  do  chaunt  theyre  laies 
And  carroll  of  Love’s  praise. 

The  merry  Larke  her  mattins  sing  aloft, 

The  Thrush  replyes  ;  the  Mavis  descant  playes, 

The  ouzell  shrills,  the  Ruddock  warbles  soft ; 

So  goodly  all  agree,  with  sweet  consent, 

To  this  dayes  merriment. 

Ah  !  my  dere  love,  why  doe  ye  sleepe  thus  long, 
When  sweeter  were  that  ye  should  now  awake, 
T’awayt  the  comming  of  your  joyous  make  ; 
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And  hearken  to  the  birds’  love-learned  song 
The  deawy  leaves  among  ! 

For  they  of  joy  and  pleasaunce  to  you  sing 

That  all  the  woods  them  answer,  and  theyr  eccho  ring. 

Spenser. 


hark  !  hark  !  the  lark,  at  heaven’s  gate  sings, 
And  Phoebus’  gins  arise, 

His  steeds  to  water  at  those  springs 
On  chaliced  flowers  that  lies  ; 

And  winking  Mary-buds  begin 
To  ope  their  golden  eyes  ; 

With  every  thing  that  pretty  is, 

My  lady  sweet,  arise  ; 

Arise,  arise. 


While  you  here  do  snoring  lie, 

Open-eyed  Conspiracy 
His  time  doth  take  ; 

If  of  life  you  keep  a  care, 

Shake  off  slumber  and  beware, 

Awake,  awake. 

Shakespeare. 


PACK,  CLOUDS,  away,  and  welcome,  day  ! 
With  night  we  banish  sorrow, 

Sweet  air,  blow  soft,  mount  lark,  aloft 
To  give  my  love  good  morrow. 
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Wings  from  the  wind  to  please  her  mind, 
Notes  from  the  lark  I’ll  borrow  : 

Bird,  prune  thy  wing,  nightingale,  sing, 
To  give  my  love  good  morrow, 

To  give  my  love  good  morrow, 

Notes  from  them  all  I’ll  borrow. 


Wake  from  thy  nest,  robin  redbreast  ! 

Sing,  birds,  in  every  furrow, 

And  from  each  bill  let  music  shrill 
Give  my  fair  love  good  morrow. 

Black-bird  and  thrush  in  every  bush, 

Stare,  linnet  and  cock-sparrow, 

You  pretty  elves,  amongst  yourselves, 

Sing  my  fair  love  good  morrow. 

To  give  my  love  good  morrow, 

Sing,  birds,  in  every  furrow. 

Thomas  Heywood 


awake,  thou  spring  of  speaking  grace,  mute  rest  becomes 
not  thee. 

The  fairest  women  while  they  sleep  and  pictures  equal  be. 
O  come  and  dwell  in  love’s  discourses. 

Old  renewing,  new  creating, 

The  words  which  thy  rich  tongue  discourses. 

Are  not  of  the  common  rating. 


Some  little  reason  brutish  lives  with  human  glory  share, 
But  language  is  our  proper  grace,  from  which  they  severed 
are. 
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As  brutes  in  reason  man  surpasses, 

Men  in  speech  excel  each  other, 

If  speech  be  then  the  best  of  graces, 

Do  it  not  in  slumber  smother. 

Campion. 


sweetheart,  arise  !  why  do  you  sleep 
When  lovers  wanton  sports  do  keep  ? 

The  sun  doth  shine,  the  birds  do  sing, 

And  May  delight  and  joy  doth  bring  ; 

Then  join  we  hands  and  dance  till  night, 

’Tis  pity  love  should  want  his  right. 

Thomas  Weekes. 


AWAKE,  SWEET  love  !  ’tis  time  to  rise  : 

Phoebus  is  risen  in  the  East, 

Spreading  his  beams  on  those  fair  eyes, 

Which  are  enclosed  with  Nature’s  rest. 
Awake,  awake  from  heavy  sleep 
Which  all  thy  thoughts  in  silence  keep. 

Henry  Youll. 


the  lark  now  leaves  his  watery  nest 
And  climbing  shakes  his  dewy  wings  ; 
He  takes  your  window  for  the  east, 

And  to  implore  your  light  he  sings  ; 
Awake,  awake,  the  morn  will  never  rise  ! 


Till  she  can  dress  her  beauty  at  your  eyes. 
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The  merchant  bows  unto  the  seaman’s  star, 
The  ploughman  from  the  sun  his  season  takes  ; 
But  still  the  lover  wonders  what  they  are 
Who  look  for  day  before  his  mistress  wakes, 
Awake,  awake,  break  through  the  veil  of  lawn, 
Then  draw  your  curtains  and  begin  the  dawn. 

Davenant. 
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